
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



1 





w 



o 



^ 



TRIFLES 

I N 

V E R S E. 

BY A YOUNG SOLDIER, 
VOL. 11. 



;:■■(■ 






¥p 






CnteyeU in ®tationej:0 m^* 




TRIFLES 



1 N 



VERS E. 

B Y 

A TO UNO SOLDIER. 

IN TWO VOLUMES. 



ScrihimuSy indcitiy doCtique,^^ 



VOL. n- 



K E L S O:- ' -• - » 

PRINTED, AT- THE tHtlfOn IPtefjeT, FOR THE 

AUTHOR, BY J. PALMER, AND SOLD BY 

S. MACJCLEW, HAT-MARKET, LONDON, 

J, RirL, EDINBURGH, AND AT THR 

»RX^TING-orFlCE, Itfiil^. 

0Ann9 J7S4* 



THENEWYORK 



''171 



4 f^ 



ASio- . ■ X AND 

TILDEN ' •• DATION8. 

1C9/. 



\ 



f*.^ 



'^- ■: 



TRIFLES 

.' • )' 

■.:■••. IN 

)*'^r E R S £. 





-^ - 




\.*. 


'%''^ ' 






• !'"r JOB'S 


COMPLAINT 


's^- 
«:/• 


:.f^- AND 


CONSOLATION.' 



m 



! ^erc I now as in thofe bliOful days 
WfieiT*Gt)ty protcded me in all my ways! 
'When his Almighty Hand preferv'd my youth, 
An^yled my footfteps in the paths of truth • 
Bri^t on my head the heavenly luftre fliin'd. 
And foundeft knowledge beam'd upon my mind • 
W)»|rrQEi]i>d my knees my infant offspring clung, 
And joyfid accents lifp'd from ev'ry tongue. 
Such numerous flocks as man ne\*r own'd before, 
Supplied my tables Nvith their milky ftore; 
Vol. II. A Their 












2 TRIFLES IN VEfit^E*; 

Their fnowy fleeces yielded rich amt^^"^ -; 
And wealth was granted greater 1^*4*1^ def 
OuJiyffifljKis^as furniJliM from the^'j^v^i^^^^^ 

Ai||Hli|«fice barren, flowed "wxmMMfik 

^^^ ' ' ' if^^^ 

When from my palace I approact^ m 
Or took in council ray diJlingaiil^5fc'(raP 
The young before me modeftly m^|t^ 
The aged honoured, and the vvilevTid^i^ 
On ev'ry lip refpe(flful filente J^^'f^^E 
And Princes waited on my voic0^y^9&| 
Attentive chiefs my words were'^lTO^Ke 
And Aiges liften'd with a willLii^^J^/;^ 

:J|^ACK ey« thiityiewM me fpaf^l^w^ii'rjjth 
^^3 ev'ry heart exiilti^d arih^JSghij^^^ 
"^ecaufe iMt^d ray ii^ 

And needy ftrangers entered at vtif^i 
The y'retch by famine ready to ei 
Tlie Kcl^lefs orphan found in me a ; 
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TRIFLES IN VERSE. 3 

IhcaI'd the wounded, footed the inward finart, 
And banilhM forrow from the widow's heart ; 
The lofs of limbs my tender care fupplied, 
And blindnefs blefs'd roe as its faithful guide. 
As bounteous fhow'rs that fertilize the foil, 
Rear up the feed, and lighten human toil ; 
So men depended on my lib'ral hand, 
And fo I fcatter'd bleflings round the land. 
ArrayM in juftice, and with judgment crownM,' 
The caufe I knew not my enquiries found ; 
I filiy the fons of rapine with difmay. 
And ftripp*d the brutal fpoilers of their prey ; 
Strong was my hand, unerring was my bow, 
And juflly dreaded by th' ungodly foe ; 
The warlike troops acknowledged me their chief, 
I ihar'd their labours, and affuagM their grief; 
Fu-ft to the field undauntedly I came. 
And led to battle, viftory, and fam^* 
From da.y to day my powV and glory grew. 
As herbage moiften'd by refrelhing dew; 

A ^ As 
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As trees that flourifli by the river's fide, 
Firmly take root, and fpread their branches wide 
So gay my foliage grew, fo fatt my root, 
So fair my bloffoms, and fo fweet my fruit. 
I vainly promised on a length of years, 
By cares unruffled, undifturb'd by fears; 
And fondly hop*d (fince mortals muft decay) 
That age (hould gently fteal my life away ; 
Beneath the roof where firft I drew my breath 
I thought to feel the tender ftroke of death ; 
To live belov'd, expire without a figh. 
And filial fondnefs clofe my feeble eye. 

But while depending on a fair increafe, 
A noon of fplendor, and a night of peace ; 
A fudden darknefs overcafts the Ikies, 
The thunder rages, and the whirlwinds rife. 
Pregnant with death the awful tempeft lowrs. 
The lightning flaflies, and the torrent pours ! 



IVI 
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My flocks, my herds,— but what, ah ! what are 
My num'rous progeny were fnatch'd away ! [they ? 
Th* Almighty's terrors fill my foul with dread. 
And all his vengeance burfts upon my head ! 
My God at once withdraws his tender care, 
And ills unnumber'd plunge me in defpair 1 
The felled poifons of his keenell dart. 
Drink up my blood, and fefter in my heart ! 

The harp and fong no more my hours employ. 
Nor holy organs raife the foul to joy ; 
The notes of melody I now forego, 
For founds of fadnefs, and tlie voice of woe ; 
With bitter tears I fprinkle all my food, 
And roar with anguifh like the raging flood. 
No moment's reft my tortur'd frame can take, 
My bones are wafted, and my finews ache ; 
A helplefs lump of putrid fores I lie, 
Naufcous to touch, and loathfome to the eye ; 



All 
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All lught I groaiT the tedious hours away, 
Xofs on my couch, and weary for the day ; 
Or in my flumbers frightful phantoms roll. 
And dreams of horror harrow up my fpul ; 
The morning comes, but brings me no relief. 
No eafe to pain, no comfort to my grief. 

^Y tender heart no cold diftiuftions kept. 
But ever forrowM with the wretch that wept ; 
Yet, tho' my pity was to all fo free. 
No kind cpnfoler minifters to me ! 
My cruel kindred from my prefence fly. 
And friends, unfeeling, come no longer nigh ; 
They whom my foul efteem'd its better part. 
Who fhar'd the inmoft fecrets of my heart. 
Now ev'ry other happinefs is loft. 
They too forfake me — when I want them moft ! 
They whom the bounty of my hand had rear*d. 
They with the reft unkindly difappear'd J 

The 
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The fond companions of my profp'rous flate 
Repay my friendfliip with contempt and hate J 
Nay ! fhe, whofe love ftiould foften evVy care. 
Avoids my breath as peffilential air. 
And no compaflion on my pains will take, 
Altho' I crave it for our oflFspring's fake ! 
I call the meaneft fervant of my train. 
Nay, I entreat him, but entreat in vain i 

My God has fufFer'd my polluted foes 
To glut their utmoft malice with my woes ; 
They view my fufF'rings with delighted eyes. 
Laugh at my pangs, and glory in my fighs ! 
The meaneft ftripling, whofe ignoble lire 
Had gladly laboured as my flave for hire • 
(For crimes expelPd the chearful haunts of men, 
He knew no dwelling but the rocky den ; 
All day he wander'd in the lonely wood. 
And pick'd the taflelefs berries for his food ; — ) 

The 
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The wretch, defcended from this outcaft race, 
Derides, reviles, and mocks me to my face. 
Stripped of my glory, to the dull I fall, 
Aiid drink a potion bitter as the gall i 
Thus, in my forrow, to the worm I fay, 
** Thou art ray brother, and our parent clay !'' 
We fliall together in the duft remain ! — 
My hope is blafted ne'er to bloom again ! 

May the day perifli that my mother's throws 
Procured my pafli^ge to this world of woes! 
May it no more like other days appear. 
And be no longer numberM in the year J 
Let not the rofy dawn adorn the flcies. 
But bleak and difmal may the morn a rife ! 
Still let the fun conceal his gladfome ray. 
And clouds of darknefs overfpread the day ! 
Let midnight gloom the noon-tide hours pervade. 
And death-like horrors mingle with the ihade ! 

Let 
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Let neither moon nor flars emit their light. 
But Wacknefs hover o'er the fatal night ! 
Let dreary folitiidc the hours employ, 
And feal'd in filence be the voice of joy ! 
Oh! had my God pronounced a milder doom, 
And bid me perifli ere I left the womb ! 
While yet unconfcious of the ills of fate, 
Kow fweet is dying in an infant ftate I 
Why was I fondly on the knee carefs'd, 
Luird in the cradle, nourilh'd on the bread! 
Thus unattended with officious care, 
My foul had never languiih'd in defpair; 
Decreed in peace the tearlefs eye to clofe, 
And death to rock me into fweet repofc I— 
There had I flumbcr'd with the kings of earth. 
The great in wifdom, and the high in birth, 
Whofe mighty dud, with fruitlefs pomp, confunies 
In fculptur'd monuments, and marble tombs ; — 
Their fplendor bounded by the narrov/ aide, 
Whofe thrones have glitter'd with a people's fpoil. 
Vol. II. B Why 
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Why is exiftence to the wretched given. 
Who wiih to hide them from the light of heaven ? 
Why years continue after years to roll. 
To him who taftes of bitternefs of foul? 
Altho* for death more ardently he pines 
Than all the treafures of the richeft mines; — 
He views with joy his refcuer appear, 
And firft finds comfort when the grave is near f 
There cruel defpots can no more moleft, 
And weary wand'rers find a place of reft ; 
There undifturb'd the prifopers may fleep. 
And no oppreffor waken them to weep ; 
The equal grave reJpefts no high*degree. 
The tyrant 's.humbled, and the flave fet free. 
He who exulted in the bloom of health. 
Proud of his ftrength, and happy in his wealth. 
Yet gay in youth, the mighty boafter dies. 
And flretchM in duft befide the wretch he lies. 

Together 
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Together mingled in one common clay. 
The great and humble feel the fame decay ! 
As babes that never ripen'd mto birth. 
They lie forgotten in the womb of earth ! . 
As clouds a while deform the face of day, 
Defcend in rains, or pafs in winds away ; 
So he that goeth to that dafk domain. 
To light and funihine ne'er returns again ;— • 
No more fhall he behold his native place. 
His wife, his children, or his father's race ; 
Each worldly wiih, each tender tie forgot,— 
His offspring profpers, and he knows it not ; — 
The band of violence has laid them low. 
But he no longer feels a father's woe. 
The vafial crowd that ownM him for their lord. 
Clad from his flocks, and nourifh'd at his board. 
Now all his glory, all his pomp is o'er. 
They, even they ! remember him no more !— • 

B 2 How 
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I 

How fliort the fpace that Heav'n allots to man ! 
Yet ah ! how bitter is that little fpan ! 
The child of woman like a Ihadow flies. 
Fades like the grafs, and like the rofes dies ! 
The tree, iho^ mangled by the woodman's blow, 
M ly fprojt again, aod twigs luxuriant grow ; 
Tho' deep in earth the reverend root be hid. 
The trunk divided, and the branches dead, 
Yet fed by pafling ftr earns and genial rain. 
It buds, and flouriihes in youth again. 
But man once bkfted by the deadly fting. 
Shall he e'er bloflbm in a fecorid fpring ? 

^ Age after age our found repofe we take, 
'Till the Creator wills us to awake. 
From their long flumbers ere the dead arife. 
Earth fliall be vanifh'd, and diffolv'd the Ikies. 
The world's Redeemer lives and reigns above. 
The fource of mercy, and eternal love ; 

When 
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When earth and ocean fink into decay, 
He comes in triumph on the judgment-day ; 
Then, not till then, and at tli' Almighty's call. 
The graves fliall open, and furrender all ! 
At the appointed hour, I firmly trufl. 
My God Ihall raife me, tho' corrupt in duft; 
TIio' ev'ry limb fliall be the reptile's food. 
And earth fhall fatten on my vital blood. 
Yet fhall I waken from the drear abode. 
And in the body ftind before my God ! 
Thefc eyes, long darkened in the fliades of night, 
Shall yet behold him deck'd in all his might ! 
My foul in fight of angels fhall appear 
Unflain'd by malice, and from faldiood clear ; 
Far from his throne fhall hypocrites be driven, 
But my Salvation is the Prince of He^wen ! 



To 
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To Mr 



Y OU oft have argued, and at laft yon prove, 
Tbat Jilts are found in Friendship as in 
Forever changing all mankind we fee, [Love ; 
And can thefe changes reach not you or me ? 
Alas ! they can ! — My Friend appears no more 
The pleafing, lively youth he was before ! 
Your heart the fame integrity retains, 
But there no longer gen Vous friendlhip reigns ; 
A thoufand cares, in happier days unknown, 
Poflefs that heart I fondly decm'd my own ; 
Your time 's devoted to a wifer end, — 
You worfhip fortune, and negledl your friend ; — . 
from whence this inference is aptly made. 
The Friend is buried in the Man of Trade. 

No more our manners or purfuits agree, — 

You follow bus'nefs, glory pleafes mc; 

My 
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My fate (or folly, you perhaps will fay,) 
Decrees me widely round the world to ftray ; 
To range far diftant from my native ihore. 
Perhaps in fafety to return no more. 
While you, content to vegetate at home, 
Are fir'd no longer with the wifh to roam; 
You quit the buflle of a foldier's life, 
And feek retirement, and a ruflic wife; 
In hopes of gain, you fit ignobly down 
A plodding burgefs in a country town ; 
The manly fpirit, that informed you, dies. 
And you are finking never more to rife. 

Impelled by fancy, or by Nature's voice, 
I neither pity, nor condemn your choice ; 
To you as happy fuch a life may be, 
As martial glory and parade to me. 
But 'tis not friendfhip barely to approve, — 
'Tis fomething ftronger, near a-ldn to love; 

Like 
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Like it, too fond of freedom to be prefs'd, 
It comes and goes a Voluntary gueft ; 
Could wilhes fliorten, or prolong its flay, 
Sui-e none would trifle fuch a blifs away ! 
Were paflions fubjeft to the human will, 
Your heart is honeft, and had lov'd me ftill ; 
But only fympathy attracts the foul, — 
And lince we differ far as pole from pole, 
How can we longer feel the facred flame 
That glowM fc bristly when we were the fame ? 
Away ! where felfifli avarice invites I 
I '11 feek more focial, more fincere delights ! 
Tho' oft deceived, yet ftill I hope to find 
That beft of bleflings, a congenial mind ;— 
A heart that beats in unifon with mine. 
And feels the fervour I believ'd in thine ; 
While you fhall ftudy to augment your ftore. 
And never, never, feel affeflion more, 

WRIT. 
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WRITTEN IN A VILLAGE. 

VV HILE here in dulnefs doom'd to ftay, 
Remov'd from all that 's fair and gay^ 
Oh I could I bamfh irom my mind 
The joys I can no longer^fio^ 
And tliink no more of flowing bowls^ 
Of blooming nymphs, and jovial fouls^ 
^Till Fortune fend th' aufpicious hour 
That gives me with the wifh the pow'r ! 
Then ev'ry aukward ruftic here. 
Shall lend new beauties to my dear; 
And ev'ry hour I here deftroy. 
Give double relifh to my joy. 

Vol. II. C THE 
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THE PROSTITUTE^s COMPLAJNT. 

UF all the trades e'er tyranny de\ds'd. 
The raoft laborious, and the moft defpis'd ; 
Of all the lives of infamy and pain 
That wretches fuffer for the luft of gain j 
Of all that mortals bear for paffion's fake. 
Or want impels mankind to undertake j 
To our unhappy lifterhood alone. 
No hope, no interval of eafe is known ! 
We change for ever, but whatever our lot. 
We ftill from happinefs are far remote. 

Behold the pidure on the brighteft fide. 
When love is flowing in a golden tide ; 
When deck*d ir jlitter, elegance, and fhow, 
And all around us pleafure feems to glow ; 
While we indulge, ere yet our feafon flies. 
In ev'ry luxury that life fupplies,— 

Tliev 
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They know but little who infer from this, 

That Proftitution is a life of blifs : 

The gaudy baubles, and the gay attire. 

Are but the badges of a (lave to hire ; 

The fmile that pleafes, is the fmile of art. 

To hide the anguifh of an aching heart ; 

Or, all our feeming gaiety of foul. 

Flows from the vapours of the niadd'ning bowl ; — 

Our fole alternatives (fo cursM we are!) 

Are but intoxication, or delpair. 

The flave who digs, or at the anvil glows, 
Retires fecurely to his night's repofe ; 
But in uncertainty our reft we take. 
By noon we fluraber, and by night we wake. 
Altho' I ftretch me on .the bed of down. 
The couch of lewdnefs is not all my ownj— 
I 'm forced to fliare it (fo fevere my fate !) 
Not with the man I love, but him I hate. 

C 2 The 
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The fond defire that fparkles in my ey^6^ 
Is but to flatter him whom I defpUe ; 
With feign'd afie^on, in my arms I fcid 
The wretch I fliudder only to behold. 
Not to the brave, the delicate, and kind. 
Are my contaminated charms coniin'd ;— » 
Submiflive ftill to ev'ry lecher's call, 
Enjoy'd, infulted, and contemned by all :— 
Now to the feeble arms of gracelefs age. 
And now fubjefted to the rufl^n's rage ; 
The madman's fury, howfoe'er mijuft. 
The drunkard's humours, and the whims of luft 
And ev'n his cruel appetites to pleafe. 
Who brings deftruAion, horrors, and difeafel 

If curs'd the blooming Proftitute muft live. 
With all that wealth can buy, or beauty give;^ 
If thus unhappy her moft fplendid ftate. 
How much more gloomy in her humbler fate ! 

The 
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The many evils flie fufhin'd before, 
She feek more keenly, and a thoufand more. 
Of fickle fortune all the watU complain, 
But what fo fleeting as the Strumpet's reign ? 
By quick defcent the faireft minion falls. 
From gilded canopies to clay-built walls j 
In fwift fucceflion is the viftlm led. 
From filken fofas to the truckle bed. 
Her limbs, that rich brocades were wont to wear, 
A rag fcarce covers from th* inclement air ; 
And fhe who never felt the wind to blow. 
Scarce finds a (helter from the froft and fnow. 
The generous wines, the viands rich and rare, 
Are changed for hunger, or the coarfeft fare. 
Difeafe has iloPn the luftre from her eye. 
Her beauty withers, and her rofes die ; 
In conflant agonies fhe melts away, . 
And finks beneath a premature decay ! 
Of her no watchful Providence takes care. 
No hope fupports, no God accepts her pray'r! 

No 



22 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

No eye to fhed the fyropathizing tear. 
No helping hand, no kind confoler near ; 
In all the extaiies of death fhe lies, — 
Alone, unpitied, and unfriended dies J 
Her guilty fpirit quits herip difmay, 
And vengeful daemons feize it as their prey! 

W ARN 'd by this picture, not more fad than true, 
A lucklefs woman fets before your view. 
May you, ye young and yet unpraftis'd fair. 
Avoid the fhining, but deftrudtive fnare ! 
Still may you keep the fafe and pleafant road. 
Nor tread the paths of bitternefs I ^ve trod ! 
And you, ye fav'rite daughters of the Ikies, 
Pure as you 're fair, and innocent as wife. 
Let not our errors, but our fufF'rings move. 
And learn to pity, tho' you difapprove ! 



THE 
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THE GAMESTER. 

A HE wretch infefted with the luft of Game 
Is dead to party, pr'fnciple, and fame ; 
No other paflion can his foul engage, 
He knows no fex, no country, and no age ; 
For him no beauty blooms,— no fmiles invite, 
No charms attraft him, and no parts delight ;— » 
Nor love, nor friendfliip does he ever feel. 
Nor public fpirit, nor religious, zeal. 
Alike the vernal ihow'rs, and winter^s fnow,— 
For him no daifies fpring, no rofes blow ; . 
He ihuns the beauties of tlie youthful May, 
Nor can her zephyrs waft his cards away ; 
He heeds not Nature's voice, nor Paffion's call. 
And fcorns the labours of the Lord of all. 
UnlovM, unloving, — tho' in crowds, alone, — 
His hopes, his fears, liis griefs arc all his own. 

Amidjft 
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Amidft focicty he takes his way, 
Not as a member^ but a beaft of prey ; 
Self all his care, and craft his only creed. 
He is an Individual indeed! "* 



To 



X O be approfv'd, oh ! how muft I behave ! 
Alike I 'm cenfor'd, whether gay or grave ; 
In ferious intervals you (Hie me fad. 
And when I 'm merry you pronounce me mad ; 
Whether I figh, or throw my cares afide^ 
Officious meddlers find pretence to chide. 



* I have taken a flight hint of part of this chara^i* 
from an obfervation of the elegant Mrs Brooke, in one 
of her novels >— or rather that lady's remark recalled to 
mind what my osvn refiefiions had often fnggefted. 



THE 
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THE DANGERS OF PUBLICATION. 

to MY FRIENDS ENTRUSTED WITH THE CU- 
STODY OF MY LITTLE POEMS*. 

W HEN far from hence your lucklcfs Poet flrays, 
And leaves with you his juvenile Eflays, 
Let not your fricndflbip, partial to excefs, 
I Comniit thefe artl^fs Trifles to the Prcfs! 
Why to the Public would you introduce 
Thefe themes intended but for private ufe ? 
Myfelf too oft the fubjeft of my fong, 
The private forrow, and the private wrong. 



• The Author fufpcftcdj what indeed ivas the caffe, that 
Us friends intended* to publifh thefe Poems, after liis dc* 

Iparture. This tras one reafon^ amonglt others^ that at 
laft induced him to prefent them to tlie "World himfelf^ 
I left a more imperfedt copy might be obtruded upon them. 
I Though his intentions in this refpetft have been in fomc 
Jneafnre defeated^ by his being oblig6d to leave the king- 
dom fooner than he expeftod. 

Vol. IL D Alas! 
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Alas ! my Friends, how little do you know 
The fiery ordeal Authors undergo 1 
We ai /' not only tried by candor's laws,— 
More partial judges will decide our caufe: 
Now to the critic's lafh we rauft fubmit^ 
The grin of folly, and the fneer of wit ; 
The fpleen, that forms a thoufand faults with cafe^ 
And envy, ftill more difficult to pleafe ; 
To ev'ry fcrlbbler's rage that lurks unfeen 
Behind a chronicle, or magazine, 
Whence fecret malice his revenge may take, 
And damn the writings for the writer's fake. 
A boy to dare in fuch attempts t^ engage. 
Would roufe the rev'rend infolence of age ; 
I dread ftill more the petulance of youth. 
That fpurns at reafon, and that flies from truth. 

Behold my young and inexperienc'd Mufe 
Kifs'd by tlie wits, and fentenc'd by reviews! 

'J 
See 
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See all indulge their vengeance on my rhymes,' 
Who feel them touch their follies, or their crimes, 
While at a diftance from the critic's reign, 
Th' unconfcious Author anfwers not again •. — 
No patron fmiles, no paragraphers puff, — 
Indeed my cafe is defperate enough J 
For me no hand takes up the friendly quill, 
And critics treat my Trifles as they will. 

SENSIBILITY. 

TO MYSKLF, ON BOASTING OF EASE AND 
INDIFFERENCE OF MIND. 

jl\VL ! haughty Stoic, fearch thy heart again. 
And 'feel that all thy apathy is vain ! 
Go writhe with anguiih, or exult in bllfs, 
For Nature mean'd thee not for cafe like this ! 

• This i*;, in fad, the fituation in which the Trifles ha\ c 
at laft appeared. The Author is at a diilancc, unable to 
anfwer either for them or himfelf. They are therefore 
iubmittcd entirely to the mercy of a candid and generou;; 
rublic. 

D 2 A 
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A heart fhe gave to fympathy awake. 
To glow with raptures, or with pangs to ache ; 
To feel acutely when with ills opprefs'd, 
And bleed with pity for a friend diftrefs'd. 
Thy fender heart was kindly form'd to prove 
The fweets of friendfliip, and the joys of love; 
But fhort and few the bleffings we obtain, 
And dearly purchased by long years of pain : 
The time muft come that friends and lovers part. 
And cruel abfence rend the feeling heart ! 
Swift fly the hours while love and friendfhip reign. 
But tedious abfence pays them all again I 
Oh painful thought ! dull apathy is gone,— • 
Aiid, Se:^5IBII,ity, I 'm all thy own. 
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A CHANGE OF TASTE. 

(Written In a Village.) 

XN town, where one may pick and cull, 

I found Jocoso dev'lifli dull; 

His ftyle was coarfe, his ftories long, 

His humour low, his maxims wrong • 

I told the minutes of his flay. 

And, yawning, wilh'd him far away. 

But in this folitary place, 

I view with joy his flupid face. 

And liften to him in amaze. 

Admiring ev'ry word he fays, 

While he recites his clumfy jokes 

With all the livelinefs of Fox ; 

I court his flay, his exit mourn, 

And count the hours 'till he return. 

THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS ON LEAVING BRITAIN*. 

V/H! muft 1 leave my native Britifli fhore,— 
Perhaps, oh dreadful^ ne'er to fee it more ! 
To hoftile regions far from hence I go,— 
My fate, or foUy, has decreed it fo ! 
Nor fword; nor camion does my foul appal,— 
I 'II brave the ocean, and I '11 dare the ball : 
But ohl how paipful to the feeling heart, 
V/ith all it loves moll tenderly to part ! 
No future dangers muft a foldier mind. 
Ye: love and friendlhip claim one look behind. 
Of all the evils, all the plagues of war. 
The pangs of parting are the word by far. 



• This was writtsn during the war, when the Autlior 
cxp£it;;d to have been employed in America. 

AN 
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AN APOLOGY 

FOR FEMALE FRAILTY IN LOVE. 

X IS inoft furprizing to a thinking mind. 
How names and -forms impofe upon inanldnd ! 
The married dame who wallows evVy night. 
In all the lechery of grofs delight* 
Who tries each wanton feat, each am'roiis play, 
Defire can didate, or her fpoufe obey; 
Or, fhe whofe blood ^s fo temperately cold. 
She knows no paffion but the love of gold, 
Who nightly proffitutes her youthful charms. 
In fome debilitated hulband*s arms; 
If only coverM by the name of fpoufe, 
Their whoredom 's fandion'd by their nuptial 
Amidft debauchery reputed chaile, [vows ; 

Its fweets, without its infamy, they tafle. 

But 
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But if the fofter, fweeter, gentler maid. 
By fenfibility, by love betrayed, 
Tho* yet unbound by vulgar human ties, 
Prefume to tafte the pureft, beft of joys ; 
If paflion triumph thro* a lover's art. 
Or pity mollify too foft a heart ; 
If ev'ry gen'rous tender feeling move. 
To grant the laft and ftrongcft proof of love ; 
The world deferts her, half the fex deride. 
And whores infult her with a matron's pride ; 
Her want of decency, and boundlefs luft. 
Excite their hatred, fury, and difguft. 

Reflect more coolly, and you 11 furely own. 
That greater want of decency is ihewn. 
When wanton bride-maids lead the wifhing bride. 
And fairly place her by the hufband's lide ; 
When cakes devouring, and with poffets fed, 
' She fits in triumph on the bridal bed ; 

When 
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When titt*ring damfels flowly quit the place> 
And leave the pair to propagate their race; 
Thus tantaliz'd, €ach virgin's blood takes fii'e, 
And glows with mad inordinate defire. 

How much more delicate the nymph whofe 
Is loos'd in prefence of her fwain alone i [zone 
She forms, for months before, no fettled plan 
To yield her beauties to tlie ufe of man; 
But free from guilt, and therefore unprepared, 
At once is \'anquifli'd when (lie *s off her guard, 

Possfesft'D of all that's truly to be priz'd, 
For fuch a trcfpafs (hall fhe be defpis'd? 
At moft, the laws of prudence flie neglects, 
And trufts too freely to a faithlefs fex. 
The married dame is like the cautious cit. 
Who gives no credit— left he fliould be bit; 
When moft affectionate, yet prudent ftiU, 
iHe lends his money but on bond or bill : 
Vol. II. E While 
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While flie who thus anticipates delight. 
Without the fandtion of the marriage rite. 
Is like the honeft uwfufpeding foul, 
Who feeks no furety but a friend's parole. 

WILDAIR. 

A CHARACTER. 

OTRONG paflions drive, or foft defires entice, 
The Sons of Folly to the paths of vice ; 
Bu(^ no impetuous appetites to lead. 
Phlegmatic Wild air — ^^^'hat has he to plead? 
No warmth of temper, and no heat of blood, 
Whofe youthful fallies cannot be withflood; 
No fond credulity that can betray. 
No fenfibility that leads aftray : 
His vices are no errors of a heart. 
Or bad by nature, or debauch'd by art; 
His heart, too cold to roufe at paffion*s call. 
Is no accomplice in his guilt at all. i 

No! 
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No I WiLDAiR only feeks the fweets of fin, 
To fill the tirefonie vacancy within ; 
Poffefs'd of no ideas of his own. 
External obje&s can amufe alone. 
He games with fharpers, betts as high as they. 
Yet never truly felt the luft of play. 
Tho' dull, for ever in fome mad exploit. 
And full of mifchief, deftitute of fpite ; 
Fond of the frolic, ere the time arrives. 
Which fome more fertile libertine contrives. 
But e'er the mirthful hour be well begun, 
The joylefs Wild air wifhes it were done. 
When mellow mortals meet to banifli care. 
Wild AIR is ftill moft eager to be there; 
Yet did he never feel the focial foul 
Expand with pleafure o'er the friendly bowl ; — 
Not all the ftrength of elevating wine 
Can raife his fpu'its, or can make him fhine. 
Then what enjoyment of the fcene has he? 
Ncrife without mirth, and laughter void of glee : 
E i Ac 
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At hft, while jovial bucks their vigils keep, 
Poor Wild AIR hiccups, yawns, aiul falls afleep, 

For nights of blifs he langullhes all day. 
And pines for beauty when the nytnph ^s away ; 
But when they meet, how feeble is his joy ! 
How cold his-tranfports, and how foon they cloy ! 
A thoufand objefts of delight he tries. 
He grafps the Ihadow, but the fubftance flies ; 
He pulls the hulk, but never taftes the fruit. 
For pleafure always baffles his purfuit ; 
In expectation all his joys confift. 
And cxpeftation never can be bleft ! 
The future not more ardently delir'd. 
Than was the prelent ere it was acquired ; 
Dull as the current moment feems to move. 
Alike infipid iliall the future prove, 
'Tis part the pow'r of pleafure, or of pelf. 
To ranfpm wretched Wild air from himfelf. 

TO 
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TOMONIMIA. 

vJF all the miferies that foldiers prove. 
There ^s none fo dreadful as the pangs of love ! 
The peaceful citizen, and happy fwain, 
Indulge fecurely in the plealing pain ; 
But if the roving military blade, [trade, 

Whde fword 's his portion, and gi'im war his 
In foTOC unguarded, inaufpicious hour. 
Should yield his heart to love's relHllefs powV; 
Ambition lofes all her former charms. 
He joys no longer in the din of arms. 
But with reluctance is the call obey'd. 
When duty drags him from the lovely maid. 
The drum delights, the trumpet cheers no more ; 
He loaths whatever he admir'd before. 
And vainly curfes his unhappy choice, 
That bartered bleflings for parade and noife. 



In 
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.In vain thro* vaft and various climes he roves. 
His heart ftill lingers with the maid he loves ; 
But how much deeper is that hearths diftrefs. 
If form'd, like mine, with feelings in cxcefs ! 

Grant me Monimia, fmce 'tis all I crave. 
That ihare of pity other wretches have ! 
Thy friendly wilhes are to all fo free. 
Perhaps they may not be denied to me ! 
Could I but hope to be fo wond'roiis bleft:. 
As raife one foft idea in thy breaft, 
The glorious thoughtAvould cheer the weary way. 
Would lighten abfence, and abridge my ftay ! 



THE 
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THE AFFINITY OF JOY AND GRIEF. 

Jr ERHAPS no Grief more ready to deftroy. 

Nor worfe to quiet than the pangs of Joy. 

Tumultuous pleafure turns the giddy brain, 

Flutters the pulfe, and glows in ev'ry vein ; 

Conveys diforder into ev'ry part, 

Confounds the foul, and fickens at the heart. 

The height of blifs how hardly we attain. 

Since human happinefs itfelf is pain ! 

So like the fliape thefe kindred rivals take. 

That both emotions teach the heart to ache ; 

In both we lofe the balmy blifs of fleep. 

In both we fever, and in both we weep.— 

In this alone the likenefs difappears, 

That Joy 's for moments, and that Grief 's 

for YEARS. 

TO 
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I 

TO MONIMIA. 

ON HER DESIRING A PERUSAL OF SOME 
OF MY POEMS. 

JLIAST thou, my faireft, as a favour fought 
To read the Trifles thy poor Poet wrote? 
Is there a want Monimia could conceive. 
Her Soldier were not happy to relieve? 
Does he from Nature any gift enjoy. 
He would not proudly for thy ufe employ ? 
My Heart, my Mufe, my Sword, whatever is mine^ 
(Ah! had I fortune!) all are truly thine! 
Blefs'd be the page, more fortunate than I, 
O'er which my Charmer breathes a tender figh ! 
Blefs'd be the hour on which the Mufe infpir'd 
One line that e'er Monimia has admir'd I 



If 
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If e'er my verfes fiioukl thy fancy take, 
Oh ! c6uW*ft thou love me for my Mufe^s fake I 
But far more exquifite my blifs would be. 
Had ihe thy favour for the fake of me ! 
Then might the critics eenfure or approve, 
I 'd fcorn their verdict, if I gained in love ! 

To Mr MACKLIN, 

OF COVENT GARDEN THEATRE, 

Cn his Comedy of the Man of the Worlds &c*. 

With fiery youth let tbirft of difcord ceafe,— 
The old man's virtue is the love of peace ! 
Why, hoary foe to harmony and me. 
Delight in caufing friends to difagree ! 
Why doft thou ever, with malicious aim^ 
r Perfift in fasming an expiring flame ? 



? 



* Fnbliihed in the London Chronicle. 

Vol. II. F Ere 
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Ere yet fair fcience deignM on us to fmilc. 
And Gothic darknefs overfpread our Ifle, 
Long bloody wars two fifter ftates employed. 
Our wealth exhaufted, and our ftrength deftroy'd; 
At laft the gods our groundlefs hate remove. 
And now unite us in the bonds of love.— 
Then fure the wretch incurs the wrath of Heaven^ 
Beyond the flighteft hope to be forgiven, 
Whofe impious pen, or diabolic mind. 
Would wiih to part whom gods and men have joined! 

Let Vice affume what fhape or fize fhe will,. 
In gall and wormwood dip thy keeneft quill; 
By me uncenfurM, drag her to the ftage. 
And hold her children up to public rage. 
But, ever glowing with a partial zeal. 
Why muft my Sons alone thy vengeance feel? 

Are . 
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Are there not Villains of Hibernian breed? 
And British Scoundrels born be-fouth the 
If reformation be the Poet's plan, [Tweed ? 
Why lafli the country, or point out the man? 
The thoughtlefs crowd the fatire mifapply. 
Pick u^ the drofs, and let the gold go bye ; 
A foreign accent, or provincial flyle. 
Excite the rabble's roar, the coxcomb's fmilej 
Too dull to mark what truly merits blame. 
Not Vice, but Country feems exposed to fhame ; 
While the judicious few indignant fit. 
And fcorn your malice, tho* they own your wit. 

Scotia. 

TO MONIMIA. 

JljLH ! will you yet my charafter miftake ; 
And think me ftill the wavVing wand'ring rake ! 
From fair to fair I own Pve wildly rov'd. 
They pleasM my fenfes, — but my heart ne'er lov'd. 
F 2 How 
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How pure the pleafing paflion you infpire. 
Where tender friendlhip joins with chafte defire ! 
Thy foft dominion has improved my mind. 
My manners polifli'd, and my heart refiu'd ; 
No more I join the giddy and the gay 
When wanton fancies hurry them away ; 
No rtore delight in idle jefts I find. 
And groundlefs raillery at womankind ; 
But in their proper garb my reafon decks 
Thy modeft, delicate, and charming fex : 
Tho' few poffefs accomplifhments like thine. 
Yet many merit higher praife than mine. 
So fweet a (hape in thee does virtue take, 
I '11 honour her, and woman for thy fake, 

Curs'd be the wretch (if fuch a one there be) 
W ho dares to breathe one worthlefs wiih for thee J 
And Heav'n devote him to eternal fhame. 
Who joins one loofe idea with thy name! 

THE 
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THE POWER OF ABSENCE, 

INSCRIBED TO NARCISSUS. 

JVlOST men in Abfence a fpecific prove 
To weaken friendfhip, and to banifh love; 
With tears, and fighs, and poignant pangs of heart. 
The friend, the lover, and the miftrels part ; 
But by degrees ne\y fcenes attraA tlie eyes. 
New friends, new lovers, new attachments rife. 
So weak, fo changeable, and fo conHo'd, 
Is ev*n the generous and noble mind, 
That friends in fight grow dearer ev'ry day. 
While time and diftance wear old friends away. 

If fuch a phoenix, or a fool there be 
(But let that phoinbc nev^r more be me I) 
Who, full of cxpeftation, fondly flies 
To feek in former friendfliips former joys. 
Too fure he '11 find the joy to meet again 
But poorly recompence the parting pain ! 

LOVE 
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LOVE PREFERRED TO FAME. 

1 HE approbation of the fair and wife. 
Of tafte and .fenfibiiity I prize ; 
I mind no critics, nor their rules of art. 
If I can pleafe, and touch the tender heart; 
If o'er my woes the man of feeling figh, 
Or beauty read them with a melting eye,— 
By fuch applaufe my heart were more confol'd. 
Than if ten thoufand pedants had extoll'd. 

Yet may all elfe approve my verfe in vain. 
If fhe I doat on love me not again! 
Fame, I 'd renounce thee, could thy lofs remove. 
The killing coldnefs of the lafs I love. 
And by the favour of my charming maid, 
I M think the facrifice too richly paid I 
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A KEQ^UEST. 

TO MONIMIA, 

OiNCE far from thee by Fate condeirm'd to rove. 
And abfence dooms my tender heart to ache. 

Oh ! grant me, dear and only maid I love, 
A gift I 'U doat on for thy charming fake ! 

Oh! let me hope tliou kindly wilt beftow, 
The precious prefent I prefume to feek!— 

One Lock that fhaded thy enchanting brow. 
Or gaily wanton'd near thy rofy cheek I 

One roving Ringlet that had wildly ftray'd. 
In hopes of wand'ring to thy fnowy brcaft. 

Or round thy i^ck had innocently play'd, 
Ere Fafhion's forms forbid it to be blefs'd I 
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I '11 fondly wear it neareft to my heart ! 

As the fweet fymbol of thy filken chains. 
Nor with the tender token will I part. 

While in that heart the vital Ipark remains ! 

Clofe I *11 ccxiceal it from each curious eye. 
No hand fliall ever near my ireafure ftray; 

All night upon my bofom it ihall lie. 
And be my dear companion all the day ! 

Oft will I feek fome folitary fhade. 

Where thought *s unfetter'd, and where fan- 
cy 's free, 
There kifs the relid of my lovely maid. 

And (igh, and gaze on it, and talk of thee! 

TO 



< 



I 



» 
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TO A GENTLEMAN, 

ON DROPPING A DISPUTE WITH HIM. 

1 O human minds but narrow pow'rs belongs 
Who errs the leaft is often in the wrong; 
The man of fenfe would wifli, if in miftake. 
To be fet right for information's lake; 
The man of reafon is by reafon fway'd, 
And ev'ry argument is fairly weighed ; 
Above all falfe^ all foolifh little pride^ 
He freely owns if truth is on your fVJe : 
But fools, whatever impreflion firft they take. 
Would ftill retain it, if an angel fpake ; 
Folly with obftinacy ftill we find, 
And fullcn prejudice that warps the mind ; 
Or, tho' conviction ftar'd them in the face. 
They 'd ne'er acknowledge what they deem dif- 
grace. 

Vol. XL G Let 
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Let us then drop this obftinate debate. 
For altercation is a thing I hate ; — 
The fole dcduilion, after all, niufl be,— 
There is one blockhead betwixt you and me. 

TO MONIMIA. 

W ERE I fo wretched as to figh in vain. 
Fondly to love, but not be lov'd again ; 
And were my fuit repeatedly denied 
With lioneft franknefs, or difdainful pride ; 
Tho' the cold (he furpafs'd all womankind,. 
In charms of perfon, and in powers of mind, 
Soon by her rigour were my flame allay'd^ 
Or foon rekindled by fome kinder maid. 

But if the dear delightful lafs I love. 
To my fond wiflies Iliould propitious prove; 



Aitht 
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Altho' conipellM by duty's call to part, 
Clofe in her cuftody I 'd leave my heart ; 
And tho' thro' diftant climes obhg'd to range. 
My love fhould be incapable of change. 
■ In vain might various beauties tempt my eyes. 
Ambition call, or avarice eniice, — 
Then all their fafcinating charms were o'er. 
And dear variety belov'd no more. 
If wealth and glory I fhould ftill purfue, 
*Twere, dear Monimia, for the fake of you; 
The rich reward of your approving fmile 
Would foften danger, and would fweeien toil ; 
Throughout my conduft all my wifh and care, 
Should be to merit fuch a charming fair ; 
And if fuccefs my poor attempts fhould meet. 
To lay ray trophies at Monimia's feet. 



G 2 INTENDED 
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INTENDED FOR 

THE CONCLUSION 

OF A SMALL COLLECTION OF MY POEMS, 
PRESENTED TO A FRIEND. 

X HE Critic cries, ('tis juft, upon my word!] 
^^ Your verfe is decent, but your themes abfur< 
'* In no two pages are you found the fame ; 
'* Now toad of quiet, now in love with fame ; 
^< Now courting fditude, now charm'd with noiC 
^^ And now detefting what was once your choice.' 

But we, who kindle with poetic fires. 
Can only polifh what the Mufe inlpires; 
For ever fubjeft to her fov'reign pow'r. 
We follow ftill the impulfe of the hour t 
So wild, fo volatile, fo vain we are. 
With us nor winds nor women can compare; 



Ou 
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Oiir fickle hearts, delighting ftill to range, 
Ai-e only conflant to the love of change. 

Again you cry, '^ Who can thefe — ■— daflies 
*^ Is there no index, gloflary, or key ?*' [be? 
If praife, fuppofe that you were in my eye ; 
And food for fatire let your foes fupply. 

I ONCE intended, to avoid confufion. 
To clear thefe matters by a fmart conclusion ; 
Without the Mufe, how fruitlefs my defign is ! 
For fhe abridges it to llmple FINIS. 

THE INEFFICACY OF RETIREMENT. 

XN vain to folitudes may man retire. 
To fliun temptations, or fubdue defire ; 
What fpot can alter or improve* the mind, 
Unlefs the paffions can be left behind? 



Or 
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Or virtue rather will be found to dwell 
In crowded cities, than the hermit's cell ; 
In thofe fo many objeds meet the view, 
The mind 's diftraded which it ihall purfue; 
Such different fcenes difplay their vain delights, 
That one fcarce ftrikes him, ere a new invites j 
And thus, amidft variety of joys. 
The heart has never time to make a choice : 
But in the hermitage, no giddy throng, 
Nor fools, nor falhions hurry him along; 
Whatever paflion firft invades the foul, 
Is left to reign with abfolute control ; 
No mirth, no jollity, no noify route. 
No diffipation there to drive it out; 
For ever growing, ftrength'ning ev'ry hour. 
It gains a painful and dcfpotic powV ; 
No fmaller foible there can claim a part. 
But one great vice engrofles all the heart. 
But why thus prove what all mankind muft own, 
Temptation 's ftrongeft when we 're left alone? 

I 
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I GRANT, indeed, that folitude denies 
Thofe means of act l ng which the world fupplies ; 
But choicelefs innocence avails us nought, — ' 
We lin in earnest when we lin in thought; 
Whether we only wiih for or poflefs, 
The guilt is equal, tho' the joy be kfs. 

Ye erring mortals, who in cloifters pine, 
Whom vows have fetrer'd, and whom grates con- 
By vain reftraints the body you fecure, [fine! 
Unlefs the mind be fimilarly pure ! 
But were you ftrongly fortified within. 
What outward bulwarks need you raife to fin? 
'Tis not on him who faves himfelf by flight. 
But him who combats, and who gains the fight ; 
Not on the felfilh folitary foul, 
But him whofe labours benefit the whole ; 
Not on the heart that freezes in a calm, 
But active Virtue, Heav'n confers the palm. 

RE- 
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REFLECTIONS 

WHEN IN EXPECTATION OF LEAVING EUROPE. 

yJH I lenient Time ! pour put tliy balm divine 
On ev*ry happinefs that once was mine 1 
Tear ev^-y Ibft idea from my mind 
Of each delightful object left behind ! 
From this too feeling, friendly heart remove 
Each fond remembrance of whatever I love !— . 
Ah no! — my friend Jhips Ihall thro' life remain^-—* 
I ' ve fnar'd the pleafure, and muft tafte the pain ! 
I 'il nnrfe my forrows wherefoe'er I roam. 
As tender tokens of my friends at home ; 
Eoch ligh that rifes, ev'ry falling tear, 
Siiall be a tribute to fome heart that '$ dear ! 
Tho' forc'd to wander on a diftant fliore, 
Perhaps, Monimia, ne'er to fee thee more! 
Tho' doomM in abfence many a pang to prove, 
And grief the only portion of my love; 

Yet 
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Y^ bad I powV to fct my fancy free, 
I could not wifli indifference for thee ! 
Vy'^hole ye^rs of woe may fbwly glide away, 
But my affe&ions never fliall decay, 
Until this aching heart fhall ceafe to glow, 
My eyes to moiften, and my blood to flow ; 
RefilJlefs death alon^C fhall quench their fire, 
And love and friendfhip with my breath expire ! 

DREAMS OF LOVE. 

TO MONIMIA. 

VV HETHER I mix in crowds, or lonely fijay, 
Thy dear idea haunts me all the day ; 
And fancy, jcver pregnant with delight, 
Prefents thy lovely image all the night. 

Noiv by the foot of fome romantic hill. 
We trace the windings of the wandVing rill; 

Vol. II. H On 
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On verdant meads we fometimes feem to r 
Or feek the covert of fome peaceful grove 
Onflow'ry banks voluptuoufly we lie. 
Love in each fmile, and rapture in each ey 
I prefs thy bofom with a chafte embrace. 
And gaze, tranfported, on thy beauteous fa 
Thofe Kps where love and modefty combuK 
To breathe a paffion exquifite as mine; 
I kifs thy cheek, which takes a deeper die. 
And, as it rifes, catch the tender figh. 

Again, thro' rugged paths we feem to j 
Climb threatening rocks, or wade thro' hil 
Now frightful precipices bar the way, [{] 
And headlong catara^ before us play. 
The raging elements exert their powers. 
They flafh in light'nings, and defcend in fliov 
Expos'd to all, cm defert plains we roam, 
A^ find no hofpitable houfe, nor home. 



] 
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Now among tombs and mouldering aifles we tread. 
Where tott'ring turrets tremble over head ; 
Where hollow winds thro' broken arches howl. 
Where fcreech owls ihriek, and horrors chill the 
Yet fafe in love, no dangers can appal, [foul : 
I clafp Mo N I MI A, and defy them all. 
Thro' gloomy valleys, up the mountain's fides. 
O'er rapid ftreams, my faithful hand ftill guides ; 
In vain the thunder roars, or torrents roll. 
My words give courage to Monimia's foul. 
Worn by fatigue, on rocks fhe 's lulPd to reft. 
And makes her pillow on my conftant breaft: 
Or, fhould I murmur at our mutual toils. 
She foothes impatience by endearing fmiles ; 
If rafiily bold, I 'd mount th' impending fteep. 
Or rufii on rocks that overhang the deep. 
Her trembling voice recals my fteps from death. 
And fiiews fome diftant,but lefs dang'rous path. 

n 2 How 
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How fweet the flow'ry paths of life would be, 
Were I to fhare them, dearefl Maid, with thee! 
Or if together we were doom'd to prove 
The frowns of fortune^ but the finiles of love ; 
In fpite of cares, anxieties, and fears, 
We M lightly journey thro' the vale of tears ! 
What pangs could e'er adverfity convey. 
That love and friendHiip would not overpay ? 
How fweet the fympathy we know iincere ! 
The (igh how foothing from a heart that 's dear ! 
Wlien deep didrefs tio reas'ning can remove. 
We yet find comfort from the lips we love. 
If e'er ambition led my heart aftray. 
Or giddy paflion hurried me away, 
Mon'imia's prudence would reftrain my fire. 
And curb each wild inordinate defire ; 
Soon would ihe pacify the mental flrife. 
And fave me from each precipice in life. 

WRIT- 
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WRITTEN ON A WINDOW. 

TO MONIMIA. 

WhERE-E'ER I go, my fubjecl 's dill the 
My pencil writes inftindtively thy name ; [fame. 
Believe not, dear, accomplilh'd, lovely Maid, 
My paffion oftentatioufly difplay'd ; 
The charming charafters are written ftill, 
Ahnoft without my knowledge, or my wjU. 

EXTEMPORE. 

ON A LADY. 

OHE hates without caufc, and llie loves without 

r^afon, 
She *s cnragM unprovok'd, and flie 's fond out of 

feafon ; 
She 's fo foolifhiy fretful, or fulfomely toying, 
That her fpleen and her kindnefs are equally 

cloying : 

So 



\ 
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So afFefted her air, and fo barb'rcms her jargon,— 
He that buys her for love has a very bad bargain. 
She's as forwardly free as aDrury-laneDutchels, 
But, thanks to my ftars, I am out of her clutches! 

THE TRUE PHILOSOPHER. 

W HEN cool Serenus greatly tow'r'd, of late. 
Above the malice of his adverfe fate. 
And feem'd, without a murmur or a tear, 
The worft of evils patiently to bear ; 
All ihar*d his forrows, all efpousM his caufe. 
And all were loudly lavifh of applaufe : 
Some his philofophy with warmth extol. 
And fome his Chriflian fortitude of foul. 
Great in misfortune, happy in his woe, 
I too would praife'him — were the motive fo; — 
But well I know the ftubborn Stoic's part 
Was prompted merely by a callous heart ; 

'Twas 
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'Twas not thro* ^ifdom, nor thro' grace he fhone j 
But dull Infenfibility alone. 
The gifts that Heav'n thought proper to remove. 
Were not the objedls of his warmeft love ; 
But had misfortune feiz'd upon his flare. 
The firm Philofopher liad been no more. 

'Tis not the accidents that may opprefs, 
Our feelings only conftitute diftrefs I 
What feems a trifle in the vulgar eye. 
To vulgar hearts unworthy of a figh, 
A friend's negleft, or flander's venom'd breath. 
Will fling poor Senfibiliry to death ; 
His trembling delicacy meets the; blow 
That only glanqes on a common foe ; 
His are the real life-confuming woes. 
The heart-felt pangs, and agonizing throws I 
With fuch fenfations, how cau he fuftain 
A life of forrow, and a death of pain ? 

How 
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How bear the evils which the world fupplics ? 
Or how refign its comforts and its joys ? 
What can fupport him then in life or death?*— 
A hero's courage, or a martyr's faith ! 
Man without feeling doth my foul defpife * 
To feel, yet conquer^ lifts him to the fkies!. 

ON DISSIPATION. 

OH! DissrPATiONl thee alike we find 
Foe to the body's health, and peace of mind ( 
Thy foporific chartns at once impart 
Dulnefs cf head, and apathy of heart ; 
Tliey quench the Poet's and the Patriot's flame, 
The thirft of glory, and tlie love of fame ; 
The pleafing reign of fentiment is o'er, 
And ev'ry tender feeling then no more.*— 
I own, indeed, you equally deftroy 
The fenfibility of grief and joy; 

But, 
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B'lt, tho* ihc f harper ffings of forrow ceafe. 
The mind is never perfecUy at peace ; 
The fenfes Itjrd, our hearts no longer ache 
With poignant anguiih,like the wretch a wake; — 
Mod other lives have hours to laugh and weep,— 
Ours is one fev*rifh um-efrelJjing fltepl 

Tho' Pleasure's confort you pretend to reign, 
You are the clofcr intimate of Pain ; 
In your dominions Hope' s enliv -ning ray 
Ne'er fliines upon us like the light of day; 
Duller and dimmer than the lunar beams. 
He faintly glimmers in our tedious dreams.— 4 
Ye liftlefs flumbers, that beftow not reft ! 
Pleafures unpkajing^ and delights unblefii 
Oh ! let my heart your magic powers fubdue. 
And fober reafon take the place of you ! 

Vol. II. I THE 
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THE POET^s INDOLENCE. 

Mujfelburghy Jan. 5th 1783. 

A.GAIN I roam on Caledonian plains, 
And yet for ever filent are my ftrains ; 
No more I fing the beauties of the wood. 
The peaceful valley, and the limpid flood ; 
The trees are bare, the linnet's voice is ftill, 
And hoary winter freezes up the rill. 
Nor hails, nor fnows, nor ftorms of wint'iy wind 
A froft far ftronger feizes on my mind ; 
Faft as the vales of ice beneath the pole, 
The FROST of Indolence congeals my foul. 
The vernal fun fhall Nature's charms reftore. 
And all be lively as they were before ; 
Oh ! thus let me my long-loft powers renew, 
And j.uft ambition draw them forth to view J 
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A genial warmth her fimihine fhall imp;u:t, 
And thaw the icy coldnefs of my heart. — 
Thus fhall my winter pafs at laft away. 
And I, like Nature, bloom again in May. 



THE MOTTO OF MUSSELBURGH. 

When our Borough of old, as our legends 
Had determined a Motto to chufe, [relate^ 

After much altercation and tqdious debate. 
They confulted a Son of the Mufe. 

The preface was long, but thus ended their fpeech, 
*^ Our choice is fubmitted to you ; 

*' But, Sir, WE your wonderful wifdora befeech 
'^ For fomething uncommon and ne'iuj* 

I 2 Then 
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Then fneeringly thus did the Poet reply- 
To the Burghers* importunate prayV, 

*^ Let Honesty then be your Motto, fay I« 
*' For with you there is nothing lb rare/* 

The blockheads agreed that the thing fliould be 
Not dilh'ufting the treacherous wit : 

They've been laugh'd at for this many ages a; 
And by Jove I will laugh at them yet I 

THE INTEGRITY 

OF A FEELING HEART, 

Vv HAT lav/, what fyftem form'd by human a 
Whit tie fo binding as a tender heart? 
How much more potent than the fear of fhan 
Than fenfe of honour, or the love of fame > 
The Man of Feeling needs no written code. 
To love his neighbour, and adore his God. 

• This is really the Motto of Muffclburgh— the ii 
Mtants of which ftile it the honest Town. 
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Not all the dread of punifhment fo ftrong, 
So fure to fave us from whatever is wrong ; 
No hopes of gain fo ready to incite. 
No guide more faithful points to what is right. 
The man who *s only innocent thro' fear. 
May break at laft fo feeble a barrier ; 
Refolv'd on villany, he '11 watch the times 
That juftice winks, to perpetrate his crimes. 
The dread of infamy itfelf gives place ; 
Avoid deteftion, and you fhun difgrace. 
The villain dares the utmoft wrath of Heaven, 
And hopes thro' penitence to be forgiven 5 
Or thinks the hour of vengeance is remote, 
At Icaft uncertain, — and regards it not. 
Allur'd to virtue but to gain a prize. 
Remove the objeft, and that virtue dies. 
For praife purfuing virtue as a talk, 
Your aim defeated, you may drop the maf!^. 
But this depending on no foreign caufe, 
Nor aw'd by fear, nor zealous fur applaufe, 

Could 
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Could he fecurely all his errors hide 
In endlefs night from all the world befide, 
Yet fo acutely confcious guilt would touch, 
His own fcnfations would be hell too much. 
Dui-ft he, tho* laws allow'd the breach of truft. 
Commit an aftion wliich he knew unjuft ^ 
Could cruel avarice lead his heart aftray. 
Or bafe ambition tempt him to betray > 
Or would he e'er intentionally prove 
Falfe to his friend, or faithlefs to his love > 
For him no wretches weep, no viftims groan,— 
To wound another's heart would hurt his own. 
No weak excufe, no prudent bars he pleads. 
But freely follows where compaflion leads ; 
No maxims minds, no confequences weighs, 
•But feels the powerful impulfe, and obeys. 
Perhaps his feelings fometimes may miflead, 
Millakc their objedl, or perhaps exceed : 
Is this a weaknefs? — that we muft^confefs— 
But what a failing ! — Virtue in excefs ! 

TO 
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TO THE 

MAGISTRATES of MUSSELBURGH, 
On my dining with them, and receiving the Free^ 
dom of the Town, — after writing a ludicrous 
defcription of that place, which I have thought 
proper tofupprefs. 

jL Declare that the Wits on the banks of the Elk, 
Underftand the true method to anfvver burlefque ; 
The infallible way of converting a fmner 
Vfho deals in abufe, is to alk him to dinner. 
For fo ftrong was your punch, fo enlivening your 

wine, 
Your beef was fo good, and your mutton fo fine. 
So delicious your fowls, and fo fav'ry your bacon, 
I am fully convinced that my Mufc wasmiftaken. 

Your 
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Your Worlhips prefcribM neither vomits nor 

purges. 
But to work away fpleen, you have made me a 

Burgefs. 
Nor can I too much your politenefs admire. 
Who create me at once a LiEtXTENANT and 

Squire*. 
In the very fame coin I '11 your kindnefs requite. 
And dub Master Baillie — Lord Provost 

and Knight. 



• The card of invitation was addreffed to Lieutenant 
M " f Efqr. 



INTKCh 
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INTRODUCTORY VERSES 
TO THE 

KELSO CHRONICLE*. 

Keif 0, February 27. 1783. 

aEJOICE, ye blooming Naiads of the Tweed ! 
Lejoice, ye Shepherds — if you 've learn'd to read ! 
lejoice, ye Nymphs that deck the TivioT's fides 
md ye that llourifli where the Eden glides ! 
lejoice, each youth by rigid Fate affigii'd, 
To talks unworthy of thy noble mind ! 
Vhofe parents' pow^r has baulk'd thy fanguinc 
^nd fetter'd genius in a grocer's fnop ; [hope, 
3r doom'd by fome miftaken father's ^ill. 
To drag o'er parchment thy unwilling quill : 
Behold, with gratitude, the day draws near 
On which the Mufes deign to fettle here ! 

• Publifhed in the firft number of that Paper, the 7th 
of March 1783. 

Vol. II. K No 
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No more in Cafli-books ftiall th' Acroftic lie. 
Unknown to fame, and hid from ev'ry eye; 
The virgin's cheek Ihall take a brighter tint, 
To view her beauties and her name in prints 
No more the Ball fhall perilh with the nighi. 
But future triumphs add to its delight; 
No more the happy Partner fhall conceal 
His fond efFufions in the delk or till, 
But ev'ry charm that decks th' angelic maid 
Be in the Kelso Chronicle difplay^. 
No more fhall Memorandum-books have fale. 
Nor Magazines appear in Tiviotdale ; 
No more our Ladies wait a month, or year. 
Till anfwers to the RebufTes appear : 
Whene'er one Wit endeavours to perplex. 
Soon will another extricate the fex :— 
Or If the Nymph unriddle at a time, 
'Tis ten to one fhe anfwers it in rhyme. 

(i 

No 
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No more, unfung, fhall blufliing Brides be led. 
Without Epithalamium to bed ; 
No more, by Heav'ii, fliall hopeful Heirs be fent. 
And not one Poet fing the bleft event ; 
I Nor unrecorded be the Rich Man's death. 
His matchlefs patience, fortitude, and faith, 
His friend's diftrefs, his widow's deep defpair. 
And the afflidtion of his grateful heir. 

Behold our Coterie in pleafant chat, 
And wife conjefture who wrote this or that;— 
While each determine, with fagacious fmile, 
'Tis Simper's fentiment, or Stanza's ftile. 
We read with pleafure when the Author 's known, 
But how much greater if it be our own!-^ 
Long winter ev'nings, innocent and gay. 
Shall in thefe paffimes fwiftly flip away ; 
In ev'ry meafure, and in ev'ry mode. 
In hum'rous fatire, and in ^m'rous ode, 

Y^^ In 



76 TRIFLES IN VERSE. 

In elegiac, and in pafl'ral ftrain, 

The Mufe of Tiviotdale lliall entertain. 

On this poetic ground, where Thomson fprnng 

Where firifc he greatly thought, and fweeily fu:ig 

In queft of fame, the Poet's richeft prize. 

New Bards fhall Hart, and other Thomfon's rife 

THE POET^ SIMPLICITY. 
1 o . 

X OU think, from my rhyming and reasoning fo 

ever. 
That I 'm wond'roufly fmart, and uncommon!; 

clever : 
You mi Hake me, Sir, quite — I 'm a poor fdly crea 

ture. 
The credulous dupe of a ftupid good-nature; 
If a rafcal but tell me a pitiful ftory, 
Tho* a damnable lie, poor Pilgarlick is forry ; 

Pn 
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I 'm fo fool'llily feeling, fo womanifli hearted, 
That I and my cafh are immediately parted. 
When I deal with a rogue, he is always a winner, 
For I M rather wink hard than I 'd punifli the 

finner. 
Ne'er were temper and duty fo very ill fuiting, 
Nor fo limple a fool ever fent a- recruiting *. 

TO DELIAf. 

KelfOy March 2. 1783. 

J HE Kelso Chronicle comes but this week, 
The profe \% ready, but the verfe to fcek ; 
My partial friends (how vainly this may flie w 'em) 
Would have me write the Publifher a Poem. 
I afk'd, fince they would dictate to my Mufe, 
What darling fubjcd they were pleas'd to chufe : 

^ On which fervice the Author was employed at the time. 
t Publlfhed in the Kelfo Chronicle. 

"The 
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" The Poet^s homage is to beamy due ; 
*< Extol the faired*' — and my heart faid Vou. 
The theme is eafy, when we ^nly gaze. 
And find each feature furnilh food for praife; 
With vulgar beauties compliments go down. 
However foolifh, fulfome, or high flown ; 
Then flowVy epithets may grace each line. 
Of angel, goddefs, matchlefs, and divine : 
But ah ! how nice muft be the Poet's art, 
To praife the lovely mind, and feeling heart. 
The trembling delicacy, that withdraws 
From what it deems unmerited applaufe ; 
The penetration, judgment, and good fenfe. 
That juftly reckons flattery offence ! 
Then, deareft Delia, vain th' attempt muft be 
To draw a proper charavfter of thee : 
Should I defcribe you only half fo fair. 
Or half fo good and charming as you are. 
You 'd think the colouring as much too fine. 
As in reality too coarfe for thine, • 

WRIT- 
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WRITTEN ON A WINDOW. 

Jb ROM domeftic difturljance, and conjugal ftrife, 
A houfe full of finoke, and a termagant wife, 
Many ahufband has pray'd (moft devoutly indeed ! 
But too often in vain) to be fpeedily freed : 
In my litany thus for deliv'rance I pray, 
From the Ague, the Vapours, from Debt, and 
Half-pay ». 



• The Author was at this time troubled with the Ague, 
the profpei^ of peace made Half-pay very probable, and of 
this, Debt and the Vapours were moft natural confe- 
qiiences. 



TO 
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TO THE GENTLEMEN 
OF THE 

MUSICAL SOCIETY IN KELSO, 

On their refolvtng to exclude the Ladies from 

their Concerts*. 

X E Sons of Melody, whofe pride and care 
Have ever been to gratify the Fair, 
What fecret foe to harmony fuggefts 
(For fure th' idea iprung not in your brcafts !) 
The wild, unjuft, and barbarous defign. 
To banifli beauty from Cecilia's ihrine? 
Or what chimera tempts you to defpife 
The fource from whence y our happinefs muft rife ? 

In vain fweet founds may vibrate on the ear. 
The foul enjoys them but when Woman 's near ; 

• Publiflxed in the Kelfo Chronicle, March I4' 1783. 

Her 
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er prefcFiCe can to ev*ry note impart 
L charm that thrills and captivates the heart; 
\vid only then has Mufic pow'r to move 
The tender wilh that ripens into love. 

Resume yourfelves, revoke your harih decree. 
Implore a pardon generous and free ; 
Again exert each pow*r by Nature given. 
To pleafe the beft and faireft works of Heaven ; 
Your tuneful labours ffill to them devote, 
And be the ihortJiv'd mutiny forgot ! 
t 

'TIS HAPPY WE DIFFER! 
To , ESQR. 

lOU vainly think (oh! poor miftaken pride !) 
That all mankind with you fhould coincide ; 
^0 you found judgment only can belong. 
And all who differ muft be in the wrong ; 
Vol. II. L No 
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No ftudy ^s ufeful but what you purfue. 
And nothing pleadng that is dull to yoy ; 
No man is worthy, but the few you love ; 
No mode becoming, but what you approve ; 
In you alone fuch nice difcernment *s placed. 
That yours fhould regulate the general tafte. 
Would ydu pr-efcribe the mode of others* joysi 
Sure conftitution muft direft our choice ! 
With equal juftice might your wifdom blame 
The variations in the human frame ; 
And, with a matchlefs arrogance, defpife 
A diffVent fliape, a colour, or a fize : 
Fh'ft on the human countenance imprint 
Unvaried features, and a (ingle tint ;— • 
When this dull uniformity you find. 
Exert your empire alfo o'er the mind! 

Absurd pretenfions! — would you teach tl 
What Nature muft more forcibly imjpart? [hear 



SI 
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f She points the path that ev'ry man fhould chufe^ 
* The feaman's compafs, and the poet's muTe ; 
f She leads the foldicr to the field of war ; 

J Some to the pulpit, others to the bar ; 

I Some to the college, fome to court flie draws ; 

i Some fe/sk retirement, others loud applaufe ; 

r Some love to flqmber in their native fhade, 

■ And foma the hufy buttling life of trade. 

L By each his bias beft is underftood, 

I. And all contribute to the common good. 

m Blest contrariety of human will, 
That clearly fhews us the Creator's ikill J 
But for tWs love of oppofite purfuits, 
Tlie earth were chaos, and mankind were brutes ! 
The fame ambition ev'ry heart would move. 
And all be rivals both in pow'r and love ; 
All would affed: one ftation and employ. 
Which but a few could poffibly enjoy^ 

L 2 What 
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What fecret enmity ! what public hate ! 
What outrage, murmur, envy, and debate ! 
What crimes would rife, too horrible to name 
If all our wants and wiihes were the fame ! 

Each tie thefe fimilar defires remove. 
That binds fociety in links of love ; 
When evVy bofom for one objeft pants. 
Who would adminifler to others' wants ? 
The world had never felt a peaceful fway. 
When all would tyrannize and none obey ; 
No l'iv\ s would fetter the unruly foul. 
No pity melt him, and no ihame control ; 
Eternal midnight had obfcur'd the mind. 
And fcience never dawn'd upon mankind ; 
But all, with rapine, and with murder ftain'd. 
In more than Gothic ignorance remained ! 
The fons of anarchy detefting toil. 
No agriculture had improv'-d the foil ; 
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No fruits of induftry, no works of craft, 
Nor commerce fpread them far as feas can waft. 
The (implefl arts of* civil life unknown. 
War had bedh followed and efteem'd alone ; — 
Such brutal war as favages could wage, 
AllurM by plunder, or impelled by rage ; 
Their barb'rous bands had join'd but for a day, 
And ruffian vigors quarrell'd for their prey. 

Such havock, horror, bloodlhed, and abufe, 
Such are the fruits your fyfteni would produce! 
But far more happy the decree of Heaven, 
By which fuch vaft diverlity is given ! 
To different points our proper courfe we fteer, 
And find our int'refts feldom interfere ; 
However ftrange the paradox may be. 
The fource of Union is to disagree. 

TO 
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TO THE WRITERS ON GLASS*. 

WRITTEN IN AN INN.- 

1 N days of old, ere wit was rqady made. 
The Poet I'erv'd apprentice to his trade ; 
And but by iiudy, dilijrence, and Ikill, 
Was entered freeman of Parnaffus-hill. 
The rule was then (exploded now God knows !) 
That fenfe hi metre muft be fenfe in profe. 
But we, dear fcribblers, flourifh at a time. 
When reafon rarely interferes with rhyme : 
No more in ftudy need your hours be loft,— 
To dub you Poets— only travel poft ; — 
Before you 've jolted to your fecond ftage. 
You '11 feel infeded with the rhyming rage; 
Conundrum, Rebus, Epigram, and Ode, 
Whate'er is brilliant rifes on the road. 

* Publiftied in the Kelfo Chronicle, and aftenvards co- 
pied into fome of the London and Edinburgh Papers, and 
Edinburgh Weekly Magazine. 

This 
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This eafy plan moft modern Poets follow. 
The Bar-maid 's Mufe, and Boniface. Apollo. 

'Ti s true indeed (but this we ought to finoiher) 
One Wit will fteal, or borrow from another; 
For if he hit upon a happy line. 
He cares not whether Rochester's, or mine, 
No matter who had put the words together. 
He '11 fwear he wrote it — tho* he fcrawPd it ra- 
the;r. 

Happy, ye witlings, w ere your themes confinM 
To " Here we flept, we breakfafted, or din\I ;" 
Or were you only decently to write, 
« The fair Mifs Black," or " charming Miftrefs 
But here behold the proflituted Mufe, [White 1" 
StainM with the grofleft jargon of the ftews I 
Here horrid prejudice, and party zeal, 
Exprefs'd with all the virulence you feel ! 



At 
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At evVy pore poor Scotia *s made to bleed, 
By Englifh Wits from Berwick-upon-Tweed. 
Curs'd be the heart that wiflies to reftore. 
An animofity which reigns tio more ! 
May evVy mean diftindtion be forgot. 
That brands a Briton, Englilhman, or Scot ! 

And may the wretch no earthly blefling prove. 
Be baulk'd by fortune, and repuls'd in love. 
Who would, like you, indelicately feek. 
To kindle blufhes on the modeft cheek ! 

INFANCY. 

\JH ! blifsful Infancy ! what joys are thine! 
What pure delights— that muft no more be mine ! 
Oh ! muft I never, never mix again, 
Amidft the revels of thy mirthful train? 
Muft I no more the harmlefs gambol (hare. 
By fpleen unclouded, and unmix'd with care ? 

Muft 
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Muft I no more my ravifti'd ears rcgaje, 
With fond attention to the wond'rous tale ? 
Mull I no more to midnight rites repair. 
Or ride on fiery dragons thro* the air ? 
Muft I no more with noble warriors pafs 
O'er walls of adamant, or gates of brafs ? . 
Nor e'er again, for fome fair damfePs fake. 
Climb cryftal rocks, or crofs the burning lake? 
Is all the charming fafcination o'er. 
And fairies, nymphs, and giants all no more ? 

Our childhood quickly gliding into youth. 
We feek for fiftion in the form of truth ; 
No more the wild chimera can beguile. 
We fearch for fenfe, for fentiment, and ftile ; 
Our tafte and judgment ripen by degrees. 
And daily grow more difficult to pleafe : — 
What entertainment can his books fupply, 
To him who reads them with a critic's eye? 

V0T..-IT. M Whil^ 
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While gaping igncMrance enraptur'd (its, 
, Nor fock, nor bufldn, pleafe the fharling wio 
In vain the voice is rais'd, in vain grimace 
Diftorts each feature of the vacant face ;— i 
How few profeffors of the fcerilc art 
Can pleafe the judgipent, or affeft the heart ! 
Can e*er the drama give to man the joy 
That Punchinello gave the happy boy?- 
Can all the fplendor, pomp^ parade^ and (late. 
The gewgaws, glare, and glitter of the great 
Can fame or fortune half the blifs convey 
Of ragged fchoolboys riotmg at play? 

Oh ! peaceful ftate ! that feels no paflion rag 
Tlio' leaft important, far moft pleafant ftage ! 
Ere pleafiire offers her infidious charnis. 
Ere gain allures, or glory calls to arms! 
No gold to trouble, and no guilt to fting, 
Hope leads our fteps while life is in the fprinj 



B 
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But fultry fummer glows upon the foul ! 
The paffions Idndle, and their thunders roUJi ; — 
A thoufand wifhes occupy the mind. 
And difappointments follow faft behind. 

Soon as our reafon and our powers increafe, 
Why muft we lofe our innocence and peace ? 
Oh ! Heaven inftruft me (for you only can) 
To ke^ep the Infant, yet affume the Man I 
Teach me at once to ad my proper part. 
With all thjB childiih purity of heart ! 
Thus ihall my hours ferenely glide ^way, 
Pleafant my prime, and peaceful my decay ; 
At laft, when Death, all potent, muft deftroy, 
I *11 part with Life as children with a Toy I 
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THE IMPOTENCE OF MERIT. 

TO A FRIEND. 

JTxS yet indulging in the pleafing dream. 
That Merit ever muft procure eitcein, 
You think the rich, the noble, and the great 
Will gladly raife him from a humble ftate ; 
Superior parts attraft all hearts and eyes. 
And friends and patrons evVy where arife. 
Proud to aflift, and happy to fupply 
Whatever partial fortune may deny. 
The Man of Merit only needs to chufe. 
And all will favour and promote his views ; 
All join with pleafur^ in the blefsM defigxr. 
And bid him flourifh v/ho was born to fhinc. 

So tutors tell us, and fo youth believes,— 

But life's fad fcience quickly undeceives! 
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Of Fortune^s favourites, alas I how few 
Could juftly claim diftinffion as their due ! 
Alerit, too humble, or too proud to rife. 
Far from the mitre and the crofier flies : 
Does Merit in canonicals appear ? 
No I Merit pines on twenty .pounds a-year. 
If to the court e'er Merit would approach, 
Merit muft deign to flculk within a coach ; 
Thus unprotefted thither ihould lie fliay,— 
Alas poor Merit better keep away I 
In queft of martial merit are you bound ?— 
Merit a hoary fubaltern is found ; 
Nay, tho' the haughty Martinet may fmile. 
Merit may mufter in the rank aud file. 
Searph *thro* the college — Merit may be there. 
But feldom readies the Profeflbr's chair. 
Amongft the numerous ^fculapian tribe 
Merit but rarely ventures to prefcribe ; 
True, he may take a medical degree. 
But fricndlefs Merit feldom gets a fee. 
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In fearch of Merit, to the play pop in, 
Yau '11 find poor Merit's benefit but thin; 
For fenfe and nature feldora pleafe the crowd,- 
They love the folemn, boifterons, and loud. 
Negledled Merit fee«, but from afar, 
Fools on the bench/ and villains at the bar ; 
Or, fhould he ever in fhe law embark. 
Perhaps engrofles as a hackney clerk. 

SoMETixMEs the Man of Merit, I confefe, 
Is crown'd with glory, glitter, and fuccefs ; 
l*ut were his real rife to be difplay'd, 
'Tis odds if merit gave the fmalleft aid : 
Birth, weakh, or lucky accidents obtain 
What all his merit had purfu'd in vain. 

A FUND of merit you pcrfTefs, no doubt^ 
But who will ever fearch to find it out? 
The dunce fucceeds by impudence alone. 
While modeft Merit lives and dies unknown. 

Bl 
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lut far lefs happy tlic adventurous few 
Who force their merit on the public view ! 
Smit by the fond, but fatal love pf fame, 
*rheir common portion 's poverty and lliame ! 
How little purpofe all their talents fervM, 
^ When Savage perifh'd, or when Ot w ay ftarv'd ! 
See Milton, facrific'd tp party rage. 
Without a friend to patronize his age ! 
Say what reward can Merit hope to have, 
WhenDRYDEN's afties fcarce could find a grave f 
What has not lucklefs poetry to dread, 
Since Homer wander^ thro' the world for bread ! 
See fuperflition over truth prevail. 
And great Galileo languifh in a jail! 
Nor in the humbler paths of life alone, 
Merit is hated even on a throne : 
See Charles the pious on a fcafFold kneel. 
And Henry murder'd by ihe ruffian^s fteel* I 

• Henry IV. of France. 

To 
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1 o know what prize the boldeft merit gains, 
Behold Columbus loaded with his chains ! 
From pomp and pow'r permitted to retire, 
See broken-hearted Ximenes expire ! 
Behold great Albuquerque negleded figb. 
And France ccMidemningBouRBONNOis to die * \ 
Nor much more happy many a hero's doom 
At Athens, Carthage, and imperial Roniel 
See to what goal the higheft merit led. 
When Cranmer fufFer^d, and when Raleigh 
A thoufand inftances like thefe may fliew, [bled ! 
That Merit feldom gains the palm below. 

Say to what point thy vain ambition draws : 
Is it the airy bubble of applaufe? 



; aiiy bubble of applaufe? 



• Bourbonnois,or6ourdonnois,who took Madras from 
the Britiib, was brought home to France as a criminal, 
and long confined in the Baftile, — but was aftei-wards 
pardoned. 

. What 
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'^hat afe thy talents? — canft thou fwallow fire? 
ance on a rope, or walk upon a wire ? 
3ft thou in feats of horfemanfhip excel ? 
rfl thou a voice ? — or doft thou fiddle well ? 
ch are the talents which the world admires, 
hile flighted Merit in difguft retires. 

Is gc4d the darling paflion of thy foul ? 
^ like a fury then from pole to pole ! 
vay with fpeed ! and add one ruffian more 
) thofe who pillage either Indian fliore ! 
It if too timid thus at large to roam, 
quire the arts mod flourilfaing at home I 
) pleafe a patron's paflTions, or his pride, 
: evVy fenfe of honour laid afide ! 
)plaud his very foibles to the (kies, 
duJge his vices — and you 're fure to rife, 
ift thou unfortunately fuch a heart 
I ftarts at guilt, and feels another's fmart ? 

Vol. II. N Doft 
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Doft thou deplore the hopelefs wretch that pine 

'Midft noxious vapours, in Peruvian mines? 

Is all the luftre of Brazilian ftones 

To thee no recompence for human groans? 

Does thy weak nature fhudder to behold 

Thy fellow-creatures butcher'd for their gold 

Art thou for ever fcrupuloufly juft, 

True to thy word, and faithful to thy truft ? 

Canft thou nor flatter, pimp, nor load a die?- 

Then wealth for ever thy purfuit fhall fly ! 

But blefs'd be he who never wifh*d to kno^ 
A pleafure purchased by another's woe ! . 
Thine be the joy which gold can ne'er increafc 
And thine for ever competence and peace ! 
Sweet be thy flumbers ! happy be thy days ! 
And may'ft thou never feel the luft of praife ! 



TH 



m 
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THE CREED OF CHARITY. 

TO A BIGOT, 

X HAT all are brutes, you ignoran,tly fay, 
Where revelation never found the way. 
Believe me, Sir, there needs no perfon's art 
To mend or mollify the feeling heart; 
Whether from Mahomet his rules he draw. 
Or fquare his condud by the Chriftian law; 
Whether he hold his anceftors divine. 
Or bow uncoutUy at fome idol's fhrine; 
With generous fentiments great fouls were fraught 
Ere Jesus fufFer'd, and ere Moses taught; 
The feeds of virtue Nature has fupplied 
To him who never knew that Jesus died. 

Can none approach the Univcrfal God, 
.But they who travel by the Chriftian road? 
If one religion only lead to Heaven, 
Ah ! why fo partially, fo rarely given? 

N 2 Why 
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Why to a few thus cruelly confin'd. 
The blifs that fhould be common to mankind? 
You furely err ! — as every being muft. 
Who fays, or thinks his Maker is unjuft! 

Do not his gifts on ev'ry people fall. 
And all adore hnn as the God of All ? 
Tho' each by different modes their praifes pay. 
Devotion pleafes, whatfoe'er the way ; 
Whether in temples, or in groves we kneel, 
'Tis only requiiite the fpirit feel ; 
Whether we call on faints to intercede. 
On fires, on angels, or whatever our cieed ; [part, 
Thefe, taught by chance *, nor grace, nor guilt im- 
But God demands the worihip of the heart! . 

* The lines following explain how they are taught by 
chance : from our religion generally depending on the place 
of our birth, or education, for God does not at prefent 
work miracles in favour of individuals. The expreiSons 
are bold, '3iit when the tenor of the xvhole is confidered, I 
do not think it can o£ejid any perfon of fcnfe and candof. 

The 
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The reft is planted by the tutor's toil, 
The child of prejudice, or growth of foil. 
Tho' we are favoured with the heav'ijy light, 
Yet 'tis from habit moft are in the right ; 
Had Nature plac'd us on fome pagan fliore. 
We had deiefted truths we now adore. 

Tho' God himfelf has deign'd to be our guide. 
Shall heav'nly goodnefs kindle human pride? 
Since he fuch knowledge to the reft denies. 
Shall we their guiltlefs ignorance defpife? 
No more let controverlies plague mankind, 
Nor. uy to force perfuafion on tlie mind ! 
The Chriftian excellence we beft ihall prove 
By boundlefs charity, and gen'ral love ! 
No fonns, no liturgies, no fruitlefs faith. 
Shall fave the finner from his Maker's wrath; 
No fed fole favourites of God I call. 
But think the worthy fliall be bleft of all ; 
"Who errs thro' ignorance (hall be fov<giNe.v\^ 
Avd Virtue's cliildixn arc i\ie\\t\rs oii \\Y.^wN^.>f^ . 
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REAL LOVE 

INVINCIBLE BY ABSENCE, 

1 HE giddy belle, whofe light fantaftic heart 
Is taken more by Ihow than true defert ; 
Who thinks Ihe loves her coxcomb to excefs. 
But only likes his flattery, or drefs ; 
Whene'er divided from the charming fwain. 
In diflipation drowns the parting pain ; 
Soon fome gay youth, as fine as he fhe loft. 
Makes up his abfence, and confoles the toaft ; 
Fop follows fop, and beau fucceeds to beau, 
Lov*d while they ftay, forgotten when they go. 

But ihe whofe love, judicious and I'efin'd, 
With friendihip is moft tenderly combined ; 
Who in externals places not the whole. 
But feeks efteem, and fympathy of fbul ; 

Atxl 
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And in her lover joys at once to find 

A pleafing perfon, and a polifh'd mind ; 

If cruel deiKny divide their lot, 

And from her prefexice fend him far remote. 

Where Ipirits join no di fiance e'er can part. 

Nor length of abfence drive him from her heart ; 

The gen'rous paflion grows from day to day. 

Matures with time, and lengthens with the way ; 

Sufpence, uncertainty, and anxious fear 

Of future dangers render him' more dear ; 

She lighs for ev'ry forrow he may prove. 

And pity adds new tendernefs to love. 

Each graceful adion, each fond look he gave. 

On recolledlion tenfold beauties have ; 

Each word feems fofter, ftronger ev'ry vow. 

And evVy fentiment ftill nobler now. 

Returned with glory from the toils of war, 
* Or to her wiihes fafe reftor*d from far. 

Improved 
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ImprovM by travel, and by abfence tried. 
They meet dill fonder than they did divide ; 
And all the l^nrs of agony they 've pafs^d 
But make their joys more exquitite at lad. 

THE FAIR STOIC. 

DORINDA 's good, Dorinda 's fair, 

DoRiNDA ^s mild and meek; 
Her eyes are blue, and black her hair. 

And rofy is her cheek. 

But flill fo prudent is the maid, 

Thofe eyes you fearch in vain ; 
Nor ever has that cheek betrayM 

Her inward joy, or paui. 

Let fage philofophers extol 

Her happy ftrength of mind. 
But in the foft and melting foul 

A thoufand charms I find. 

DORIND 
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Oorinda's cool compofure flows 

From no exalted caufe ; 
To want of tender nefs Ihe owes 

An ill-deferv'd applaufe. 

For hearts that exquifitely feel. 
Nor prudence heed, nor pride ; 
i ^Vhoe'er their feelings clofe conceal. 
Have got but few to hide. 

^ Should Heav'n beftow a mate on mc, 
To footh a Soldier's toils, 
In forrow be her tears as free. 
As in delight her fmiles ! 

The child of nature be my fair. 
Who boafts no prudent Ikill; 
j For ever ready to declare 
\ Her guiltlefs wifh, or will. 

Vol. II. O ^J^'^ 
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Let ftill the grateful glance beftow 
Applaufe where flie approves, 

And ev'ry fparkling feature fhew 
\Vhere-e*er fhe fondly loves ! 

The inftant foft ideas touch 
Let ev'ry look make known I 

Yet be each foft emotion fuch 
As claims no blufh to own! 

Still let her eyes the blifs difclofe 

That elevates her heart, 
And let the fluih of jay that glows 

Defpife the veil of art ! 

Still let me, when her foul is fad. 

Behold the moift'ning eye ! 
And be no weak endeavours made 

To qurb the honeft figh I 
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But far more oft, and far more long, 

Let figns of joy appear ! 
And be thefe fymptoms ftill moft flrong 

Wliene'er her Soldier 's near ! 



A COMMON CASE 

WITH ME AND OTHERS. 

W HEN paflion drags, or inclination draws, 
What reafons offer to fupport their caufe ! 
'Tis fcarcely ever difficult to prove 
The conduft neceffary which we loVe; 
A thoufand arguments with eafe we find 
To force us to the thing we are inclined ; 
And then we moft fagacioufly admire 
How well our int*reft and our wifh confpirc. 
But if ncceflity itfelf Ihould plead. 
When inclination otherwife would lead, 

O % 
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To ev'ry reafon obftacles we raiie, 
And quite refute it fifty different ways : 
Tho' in the right you talk with Tully^s tongue, 
Yet can our wilhes put you in the wrong. 



WRITTEN IN THE 

PALACE OF HOLYROODHOUSE, 

AT EDINBURGH. 

JL HE gloomy grandeur of this pile 

Dilpels the jocund vein; 
It ill becomes the Mufe's fmile. 

But fuits the plaintive ftrain. 

In many a folitary hour 

Within thefe courts I Ve ftray'd. 
And felt that melancholy's pow'r 

Co aid find no flronger dd. 

Tlic 
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The gayeft, giddy, thoughtlefs thing 

Might find fedatenefs here, 
And dilappointment's fharpeft fting 

Might ftill feem more fevere. 

Here let the penfive Poet rove 

In elegiac mood, 
And, crols'd by fortune, or by love, 

O'er all thy forrows brood. 

The difmal genius of the place 

Shall teach thy verfe to flow. 
With all the melting mournful grace 

That breathes the foul of woe. 

Or does thy foaring Mufe afpire 

To fome fublime defign? 
Here find a fubjeft for thy lyre 

Too lofty far for mine. 

For 
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For now thou trcad^ft the hallowed path 
Where raurderM Monarch's deep ! 

And yonder view the fcene of death. 
Where Mary leam'd to weep • ! 

Behold ! thefe venerable walls ' 

Now moulder to decay ! 
So Scotia's antient glory falls— 

Or lives but in tby lay. 

Its former dignity forgot, 

By ruffian footftcps flain'd, 
No guard prote(5ts the facred fpot 

Where Scotia's Princes reign'df . 

• The room in which David Rizio was murdered 
prefence of Mary Queen of Scots. 

t Till of late a guard was always kept on the R 
Palace of Scotland; now even this piece of ref^ieftis 
aiidc— May 1783. 

The guard has been fince reftored. 
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TO DELIA 

DRESSED IN WHITE, 

Her favourite Colour. 

"WhENE'ER a meOenger of Heaven, 

Appears to human fight, 
Still to the lovely cherub ^s given 

A robe of pureft white. 

Then, deareft Delia, fure tby choice 

By Heaven itfelf ^s infpir'd ; 
Who views thy face, or hears thy voice. 

But has that choice admir'd? 

As Ueav'n within an ai\gel's frame 
' Has lodgM an angel's mind. 
As fpotlefs is thy virgin fame. 
Thy thoughts as much refin'd. 



So 
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So pure thy pious pray'rs arife 
Before thy Maker's throne, 

Each fitter feraph of the (kies 
Might make thy wilh her own. . 

Then let the dear Elyfian Maid 

Still in this garb appear ! 
Be ftiU in ev'ry charm arrayM 

That kindred angels wear ! 

And be this pure unfullied robe 

The emblem of thy days ! 
Thy heart let ne^er misfortune probe, 

Nor forrow ftain thy ways ! 

But may thy life ferenely flow! 

Sweet flumbers blefs thy night ! 
And, free from all the gloom of woe, 

Thy ev'ry day be white! 
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TO DELIA*. 

0)ed in the Kelfo Chronic k, June 20 1783. 

ENE'ER I 'd fing dear Delia's praife, 

L no^ Other Mufe's aid ; 

5 the verfe, aiid foft the lays 

t celebrate the charming A'laid. 

len, as fubjecl of my drain, 
ther beauty's charms you chufe, 
nfpirations are in vain, 
YOU no longer are my Mufe. 

ippofe it is very immaterial to the reader, whether I 
the fame lady, under the different names of Monimia 
ia, or whether I have found reafon to change the ob- 
ly admLiration.— Nay, my good friend, you are wcl- 
i^you pleafe, to believe them both imaginary beings, 
fe yourfelf with any other conje(5hire you think 

L. II. P In 
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In vain I meafure lifelefs lines 

By rhymefters' rules and frigid art. 

The well-told numbers bear no figns 
Of raptures riling from the heart. 

Or fliould you fome defcription find 
That 's tender, paffionate, and free. 

Thy image rufhing on my mind, 
I rov'd infenfibly to thee. 

No other^s charms attraft my eye. 
No other's voice delights my ear, 

Infipid when you are not nigh, 
And unpbferv'd when you are here. 

How can I feelingly extol . 

Perfeftions I have never known? 
I breathe the language of the foul 

To thee, delightful Maid, alone. 
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TO THE SAME, 
Kelfo, . 

1 HO' various beauties deck thefe happy plains, 
^here Flora triumphs, and where Ceres reigns, 
Inhere each profufely all their fweets beftow, 
low'rs gaily bloom, and plenteous harvefts grow ; 
'ho' TivioT gently glides along the mead, 
\ peaceful union with the bounteous Tweed, 
nd fmiling nature views, with confcious pride, 
er treafures lavifli'd upon either fide ; 
ho' pleafing prejudices, ne'er forgot, 
ttach me ftrongly to this native fpot, 
nd ev'ry fcene that ftrikes my wand'ring eye 
ecals the image of fame infant joy :— 
et all thefe beauties quickly difappear, 
r charm no longer when you are not near ; 
he once enlivening landfcape can impart 
b further pleafure to my aching heart ; 

P 2 Whatever 
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Whatever gave rae happinefs before, 

Has loft its relifti, and can pleafe no more ; 

Thro' lonely paths infenfibly I rove, 

Loft in the abfence of the Maid I love ; 

While each once charming objeft that I fee. 

Pines, fades, and murmurs for her lofs, like ir 

C HEAR up,ye water-gods! ye wood-nymphs fir 
Bloom, nature, bloom I and feel a fecond fprin 
Behold, the youthful Fair returns again. 
With love, and joy, and beauty in her train ! 
Her genial fmiles glad Flora haftes to meet. 
And flow Vs fpontaneous fpring beneath her fee 
More than their former beauties are difplay'c! 
As welcome homage to the blooming Maid ; 
Sweet fing the birds, more clear the rivers flov 
All nature 's gayer — or, I fancy fo. 
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TO A LADY. 

ONE OF MY BEST FRIENDS. 

1 OU fay that verfe a privilege beftows 
Of making compliments, denied to profe ; 
That fome dilcount ought always to be made, 
As panegyric is the Poet's trade ; 
Our fertile fancies frequently deceive. 
Or oft we tell you more than we believe • 
In fliort, on this imaginary plan, 
The Bard 's diftinft and foreign from the Man. 
While you allow an ample field for praife, 
His Fair may be lefs perfed than he fays ; 
You grant a certain luftre to her eye. 
Yet each beholder is not doom*d to die : 
Her lip is red, you own ; her cheek is fair, 
Yet find nor Deaths nor Cupids lurking there ; 
And tho' her charafter is mighty well. 
She does not fo remarkably excel. 

Tho' 
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Tho' I may err, you wrongfully accufe ; 
Condcinn the Lover, but acquit the Mufe : 
Perhaps with partial eyes the nymph I view. 
And find perfections unobferv'd by you ; 
Some little faults or foibles you may fpy. 
Which never, never reach a lover ^s eye ; 
Yet, from my foul, I think my lovely Maid 
Is all, and more than e'er my verfe difplay'd. 

Whatever themes havee'eremployMmy lays. 
Or love, or friendlhip, gratitude, or praife. 
Still from the heart the infpiration came, 
My guide was Nature, truth at leaft my aim ; ' 
From blind mtoxicating paflion free. 
That heart finds pleafure in the praife of thee; 
Mere no romantic nymph my fancy draws; 
My reafon gives thee juft and loud applaufc; 
In profe or verfe, in mirth or mournful mood, 
I ftilc tliee ever all that 's mild and good. 

Friend/liip, 
i 
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Friendfhip, it is not difficult to prove, 
Has partialities as well as love ; 
Or lively gratitude might fvvcU my ftrain, 
And make me an enthufiaft again : 
For thee I feel this prejudice fo ftrong, 
It might infenfibly have led me wrong • 
But here I *m poiitive I muft be right, 
Since in my verdid all the world unite. 

TO THE TWEED. 

1 T is not, dear romantic Tweed, 

T'he beauties you difplay ; 
Not all the graces of the mead. 

Thro' which you wind your way ; 

'Tis not that in thy wanton flood 

My hifant limbs have play'd; 
Ncr that within thy ileighb'ring wood 

I found a friendly ihade : 
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'Tis not for all thy charms I grieve, 
Tho' once my joy and pride ; — 

My heart is only rack'd to leave 
My Delia on thy fide. 

For Delia's fake, let evVy fweet 
Still deck thy peaceful fhore. 

Where boift'rous billows never beat. 
Nor angry tempefk roar ! 

Be ever far from Delia^s path 
Each wind that rudely blows ! 

But let the zephyr's fragrant breath 
Sigh fofc where-e'er fhe goes! 

At her approach ftill let the rofe 

A fweeter fcent diftil, 
And ev'ry beauteous flower that blows 

Appear more beauteous ftill ! 



And 
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^nd when the Nymph approaches near 

Thy pure and limpid tide, 
^Iil let thy waters iiill more clear. 

And flill more fofdy glide 1 

iCt joy ftill fparkle in her eye ! 

Her heart from cares be free ! 
Jr if ilie ever breathes a (Igh, 

Ch ! be that ligh for me ! 



TO SAPHIRA. 

L/ID Hcav'n permit mc to create 

A woman to my mind, 
^ perfect model for my mate 

I'd in Saphira find. 

Vol. II. p Each 
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Each beauty e*er my fancy drew 

To deck my future love. 
Each winning grace I found in you 

I wifhM in her to prove: 

The feeling heart, the meaning eye. 

The honeft open fmile. 
The foul whofe ev'ry thought we fpy. 

Without the fliade of guile. 

Tho' Heaven before me fet the pria^tf 
I knew moft fair and good ;— 

Too plainly fpoke your partial eyes 
To be mifunderftood : 

Tho* ev'ry word fo foftly flowM, 

So kind was ev'ry look; 
In all my forrows tho' you fhew^ 

The tender ihare you took; 
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S^et, all-alluring as thou art, 

Ko pailion couldft thou move, 
^n this capricious foolifli heart, 

That e'er partook of love. 

A. warmer frieiidfhip you infpir'd 

Than e'er I felt before ; 
I blefs'd, refpefted, and admir'd— i 

And wifti'd I could do more. 

But love ne'er kindles in the foul 

From choice, or by delign ; 
Another in a moment ftole 

The heart that ihould be thine. 

Yet juft as Ipvely is thy mind. 

Thy youthful bloom as fine, 
And more congenial did I find 

Thy open foul to mine. 

^ 2 Farewcjl^ 
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Farewell, Saphira! joy and peace 

Thy clofc attendants be ! 
And may each foft renienihrancc ccafe 

That pains thy heart for me ! 

y.w from tlic rich and happy plains 
Where Thames ni.ijeftic flows, 

And where Saphira charms the fwains, 
Her favoured Poet goes. 

There may 'ft thou long, in all thy charms^ 

A round of pleaftires tread ; 
And in fome gratcfnl lover's arms 

Forget the Son of Tweed ! 



ANI 
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ANNA BOLEYNE 

TO KING HENRY VIII. 

-I N doleful manfions, where one feeble ray 
Scarce dares to tell me the return of day ; 
Where noifome damps and foetid vapours dwell. 
And tyrants* viftims haunt the blood -ftain'd cell — 
(HeremurderM Princes take then* midnight round I 
There wretches tremble for the deftin'd wound!) 
Alone, unfriended, wondering, and difmay^d, 
Amidft thefe horrors is thy Anna laid ! 
Ah! while I fufFer evils fo fevere. 
Will Royal Henry fliut liis gracious ear?# 

So great my grief, my terror, and furprize. 
When firft refentment flafh'd from Henry's eyes. 
And from thofe lips, that once fo foftly woo'd. 
To hear expreflions fo fevere and rude ; 



So 
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So wild my thoughts, fo pow Vlefs was my tonguej 

I could not alk thee where I aded wrong : 

Nor can I now a vindication frame. 

Or crave a pardon, where I know no blame. 

Too well the hoftile meffenger you fent 

Explain'd your cruel and unjuft intent ! 

(Why would my Henry aggravate the blow, 

And wound his Anna thro' her keeneft foe?) 

Since you conjure me by the God I love. 

By hopes of mercy here, and blii^ above; 

InvokM by tliis fo great and folemn call 

To tell the truly, and to tell thee all. 

If this can deprecate my Prince's wrath. 

Or qply fave me from a fliameful death. 

This eafy means of fafety I '11 employ, 

And fpeak the truth with chearfulnefs and joy. 

But think not ever I will deign to own 

A crime not even to my fancy known I 

As Heav'n has heard the facred oath I fwore ! 

And by the hopes of pity I implore ! 
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By all the joys that fainted martyrs know, 

And all the ciirfes of the damnM below 1 

In due refped, in gratitude, and zeal. 

In all afiedlion which a wife ihould feel. 

No Prince has e'er poiTefs'd a ^ueen more true. 

Than Anna Boleyne Hill has prov'd to you J 

From falfe ambition's fafcination free. 

My wifli ne'er wander'd from my own degree ; 

Pleased with that humble name I Hill had been. 

Had Heaven and you ne'er doomMme for a Qiiecn. 

Nor did I ever in my gayeft hour, 
'Midft pomp and pleafure, pageantry, andpowV, 
So drive my native mcannefs from my o^iiid. 
But that I trembled for the fate I find. 
In me no rare accomplifhments were found. 
To rear my grandeur upon folid ground ; 
Alas! unhappily, too well I knew. 
On fancy only your af{edion grew! 

The 
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The flighteft change might inflantly remove 
Whatever depended only on thy love ; 
The lapfe of time, misfortune, or difeafe. 
Might all impair my only pow'r to pleafe. 
And fome more blooming objed of delire. 
Excite the paffion I no more hifpire. 

But fince you raised me far beyond defert. 
Above the wilhes of my humble heart ; 
To paths I ne'er afpir'd my Sov'reign led. 
And made me partner of bis throne and bed ; • 
If I have feem'd deferving in thy fight 
Of exaltation to this^nvied height. 
Let no vague fancy rob thy loyal wife 
Of thy good favour, of her fame, and life ! 
Nor let the cruel counfels of my foes 
Upon thy caufelefs jealoufy impofe ! 
Wilt thou devote thy once-lov'd Anna's name 
To public obloquy, and endlefs Ihame? 

An( 
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n your infant Princefs will you lay 
1 that never can be wipM away ? • 

guilt to terrify, no crimes to hidtf, 
my conduct to be ftridly tried ; 
loyal Henry, let thy confort's caufc 
ed by juft and equitable laws I 
)t my foes obtain their helliih view^ 
ly accufers be my judges too! 
»t the friends of innocence decide ! 
be their aim, and juftice be tiieir guide ! 
their tribunal in the public iight — 
onfcious virtue fhrinks no< from the light! 
fhall my real character appear, 
bafe afperfions and fufpicions clear ; 
nger fcruples in thy breaft remain, 
vounded honour give no longer pain 3 
:ongues of bufy flanderers (hall reft, 
Anna's injuries be all redrefsM. 

»L. II. R Or 
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Or elfe, on full convidion of my guilt, 
By legal lentence fhall my blood be fpilt, 



So that whatever my God and thou decree. 
My" Prince from public cenfure ihajl be free; 
No fecret murmurs Ihall my woes excite. 
But heav'n and earth confefs the judgment rig^ 
Then may 'ft thou freely take my forfeit life. 
And wed a fairer and more faithful wife ; 
Then may 'ft thou openly thy love proclaim. 
Nor need to ftruggle with a guilty flanoe. 
For ah! too well thy wretched Anna knows 
« The real origin of all her woes i 
Long has my Iieart the cruel change perceiv^ 
Foretold my ruin, and in fecret griev'd ; 
Long have I knotvn the fair, but fatal name^ 
The caufe of all my forrow and my fhamc. 

But if my fate already is decreed. 
And for my Prince's pleafure I muft bleed; 
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If; to accomplifli an unworthy joy, / 
J^ou muft at once difhonour and deftroy ; 
And not contented with my death alone, 
A ffigma on my virtue muft be thrown; 
May the Omnifcient God accept my pray V, 
Before whofe judgment-feat we fhall appear ; 
And, in his mercy, on that awful day, 
Wipe this atrocious wickednefs away I 
Nor to a ftrift account thy conduA bring. 
As faitUefs Hufband, and tyrannic King! 
Nor may he only deign to pardon thee. 
But all whofe counfels help*d to ruin me ! 
Whatever erring mortals may fuppofe. 
My perfeft innocence my Maker knows ; 
When he removes the veil from human eyes^ 
And mortals fhare the knowledge of the ikies^ 
When pow'r and prejudice no more enthral. 
My truth fhall be made manifeft to all. 

R 2 At 
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At firft you took me from a private ftate^ . 
And made the unambitious Anna great; 
I quickly pafs'd thro' ev'ry iiigh degree, 
And gain'd at laft a diadem and thee. 
No higher (lation can this earth fupply. 
So now you kindly raife me to the iky. 

But one requeft has Anna now to make : 
(Wilt tliou refule one boon for Anna's fake!) 
Let your difpleafure fall on me alone. 
And be each vengeful confequence my own !*-i 
But fpare thofe friends (they never injur 'd thee ! 
Who pine in fetters for the fake of me ! 
Did I e'er pleafing in thy fight appear. 
Or Anna Boleywe's name delight thy ear; 
By all the proofs of love I ever gave, 
Jliet Henry grant the only gift I crave ! 
Secure of this, my cares Ihall be at reft, 
And Anna never urge a new requeft, 

The 
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Then may each earthly bleffing be thy lot. 
And all my forrows and thy fins forgot ! 
O'er all thy counfels God himfelf prefide, 
Direft thy meafures, and thy condnft guide ! 
May juftice be the ground-work of thy plan ! 
Be fear'd as Monarch ! — but be lov'd as man ! 
May all the actions of thy future days 
Receive and merit univerfal praife. 
And thus record thee to fucceeding times 
Adorn'd with virtues, not difgracM by crimes ! 

Farewell!— and, truft me ! to my lateft breath 
Thefe pray'rs fliall mingle with tliefighs of death ! 



THE 
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THE MALE COQUETTE. 

vJf all the unaccountables I've met, 

The moft myfterious is the Male Coquette. 

The downright rake, how bafe (be'er his aim, 

Still points at pleafure, and the fair 's his game; 

Howe'er deteftable his fchemes may be. 

Their motive all can evidently fee, 

'Tis but, indeed, a momentary joy, 

Purfu'd by penitence, or apt to cloy ; 

Yet he may plead a natural defire, 

A conftituiion ready to take fire; 

Without an inclination to betray. 

The heat of youth may hurry him away ; 

And paflion force him %vith reliftlefs pow'r. 

To what would fhock him in a fober hour. 

But, from this tyranny entirely free, 

Vv hat is the callous hearl-befieger^s plea? 



Hi 
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Mis cool, premeditated, joylefs views 

Admit no palliation, or excufe ; 

To him no fentiment, no pafilon 's known, 

But fiUy felfifh vanity alone. 

This cruel appetite indulging ftill. 

He aim§ at triumph, go where-e*er he will • 

The nymph who 's followed, or who 's flatter 'd 

The village beauty, or the city toaft, [moil:, 

Whofe heart appears moft difficult to take. 

Is ftill the conqueft be afpires to make : — 

Not that he finds her fairer than the refl. 

More finely form'd, or elegantly drefs'd ; 

Not that Ive ever ftudied if her mind 

Were lib'ral, cultivated, and refin'd ; 

He cares not whether it be truth or (how. 

If common fame report her to be fo ; 

Her reputation, founded well or ill. 

Will make the conqueft worthy of his Ikill. 

\Yhene*eR; 
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Wh^ine'er, unhappily, this fon of art 
Attacks a tender unfufpedting heart. 
And, well difleinbling what he never felt^ 
With foft emotions teaches it to melt ; 
Soon as he brings his vidlim to approve, 
And own a fond requital to his love, 
His end 's accomplifhM, he forfakes the fair, 
And feeks new victories fome other where ; 
An Alexander amongft womankind. 
Still making conquefts but to leave behind. 

Is this a gallant, or a gen'rous plan, 
A condu6l truly worthy of a man ? 
To cheat the fweet fimplicity of youth, 
'i^o laugh at honour, and to fport with trutlij 
"i o rob the weak, make innocence a prey. 
And fteal the heart of tendemefs away? 
In ev'ry fbape a villain he muft prove, 
Who joys in giving mifery for love! 

To 



TRIFLES IN VERSE. 137 

To fame, which fraud and cowardice acquire. 
Shall foldiers e'er unmanfuUy afpire? 
True to our Prince, or friend, we ever are, 
teut no fuch charader in love we bear ; 
As round the world inceffantly we range, 
We 're thought the moft fufceptible of change. 
Let us this odious prejudice remove, 
ksfirm in loyalty, hQ jufi in love ! 
In evVy fpot the truly noble mind 
No charm fo faft as gratitude can bind ; 
It fets each beauty in the brighteft view, 
And even plants them where they never grew. 

Ye youthful Fair, let ev'ry guard be fct 
Againft the malice of the Male Coquette I 
With the fame prudence, vigilance, and care, ' 
You *d fliun the libertine, of him beware ! 
Remember ! when you fuifer his addrcfs. 
The danger 's greater as you dread it lefs! 

Vol, II. S For 
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For one dctermin'd rake, you '11 ever find 
A hundred heroes of the other kind ; 
And many a wretched woman have they made, 
Whom no feducer could have e'er betray'd: 
When virtue 's rooted in the female breaft, 
The tempter's ftrongeft charms ffae can refiftj 
Her fteady foul no arts can e*er entice 
To tread the flow'ry labyrinth of vice; 
But Ae who thus a heroine would prove. 
May yield her heart to honourable love ; 
Atid^ while no guilt difturbs her midnight flce| 
Be left for fond credulity to weep. 

Nay ! there are monfters, yet without a nam 
Who, while they wound the peace, defti'oy d 

fame; 
Who boaft of triumphs, they have never made 
O'er virtue which they dar'd not to invade; 
Or diabolical delight they feel 
To ftain the innocence they could not fteal. 

B 
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But vain the Poet's lafh, or Preacher^s flcill— 
Such hearts as thefe are obffinate in ill ! 
The odious theme the generous Mufe difdains, 
Where reformation ne'er repays her pains ; 
Exploits like theirs let fifter furies tell, 
\nd in their bofoms plant eternal hell ! 

MEDLEY. 

A CHARACTER. 

i^ONSUMMATE virtue we but feldom fee, 

i.nd vice not often in the laft degree ; 

"he good and bad comparatively few, 

loft are, like Medley, juft betwixt the two. 

iTith which to clafs him (tho' I know him well) 

'd find it mighty difficult to tell ; 

Contending pow'rs fo equally divide, 

le leans alternately to either fidej 

\y quick tranfitions ready to commence 

The Child of Folly, or the Man of Senfe. 

S a IDs 
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His heart, when pnjjfion does not interfcrCy 
Is tender, gen'rous, friendly, and fmcere; 
His honcft breaft no malice deigns to bear, 
And envy never found admiflion there ; 
No a<n:s of cruelty his condu>^ (lain, — 
Ilimfclf would fuffer in infliding pain; 
He feels for mifcry in evVy Ihape, 
And wi/hes even villains to efcape ; 
The bare recital of a tale of woes 
Dilliirbs his peace, and injures his repofe. 
IsowK. ever likM, or lov*d, to more excefs. 
And none at parting fuffer s more diftrefs ; 
But foon he triumphs o'er the poignant pain. 
And none more coolly e'er cin meet again ; 
TJie heart in which thefe old attachments gre\ 
Is jafl: alike fufceptible of new ; 
'i'o cherilh all that heart is too confin'd^ 



And foon forgets whatever it left behind. 



LOAI 
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Loath to ofFend, and madly fond to pleafc, 
He Ml hurt himfelf to give another cafe. 
He knows mankind, and can detcifl: their views, 
But ne'er poffefs'd the talent to rcfufe ; 
He loaths intemperance, yet oft is found 
In midnight meetings where the glafs goes round ; 
With naufeous wines his ftomach he will drench, 
And fall beneath the table — ere he jltnch. 
Oft has he pafs'd the tedious night and day 
In dull, infipid, and unlucky play. 
In many a frolic has he bore a part. 
When mirth was widely diftant from his heart ; 
Yet he is neither hypocrite nor tool. 
Nor is he novice, lunatic, or fool ; 
No man would ever laugh at his expence. 
Could he furmount this fear to give offence. 

^Tis not a fettled bias of the mind, 
A fix'd benevolence to human kind, 

No 
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No folid principle^ no proper pride, — 

Senfation more than fentiment 's his guide. 

His feeling is a weaknefs, on the whole^ 

Perhaps more owing to the nerves than fouL 

His feelings may be laudable, or wrong, 

He lets them freely carry him along; 

He ne'er examines whence they may proceed. 

Nor to what future confequence they lead. 

Thus he is prodigal of praife, or pelf, 

Becaufe it gives a pleafure to himfelf ; 

Nor gold, nor grandeur, glory, noFappIaufc, 

Could e'er engage him in a cruel caufe ; 

But when a headftrong paflion takes the fway. 

No honour binds, no pity bars the way. ^ ' 

If fatal beauty be the wi/h'd for prize. 

He flights the ftrongeft and moft facred ties ; 

To lead defencelefs innocence aflra)'-. 

He can diflemble, flatter, and betray ; 

And to attain a tranlitory joy. 

The meaneft, bafeft arts he will employ. 

Tho' 
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Tho' ready ruin ftarM hiiu in the face, 
He 'd rufh on certain forrow and difgrace ; 
Nay ! he would follow tyrant paflion's call, 
Tho^ all he loves fliould perifii in his fall. 
True ! w hen the pleafure 's paft, and crime 's at- 

chiev'd, 
Poor Medj-ey *s deeply and fincerely griev'd ; 
His folly now moft palpably appears. 
And keen contrition melts him into tears; 
But while the injured heart is doom'd to ache. 
What reparation can his forrow make? 
And fure the fliort-liv'd penitence is vain. 
That ne'er deters him to relapfe again ! 

In Medley's heart the feeds of virtue grew, 
Had proper culture brought them forth to view. 
Had he been taught by reafon to decide 
Where feeling fliould, or ihould not be his gmde ; 
Not by emotipns merely to be fway'd, 
But ca]J[ in principle to nature's aid j 

Had 
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Had true humanity fupplied the part 
Of filly childifh tendernefs of heart, 
Then would a god-like charity infpire, 
Kot with a blazing and remitting fire, 
But with the gentle unconfuming flame 
That makes beneficence its conftant aim. 
Then could no paffion cruelly control 
The firm and fettled purpofe of his foul ; 
From fuch apparent contradidlions free. 
Calm and confident would his conduft be; 
Then had he never felt internal fh-ife. 
But Virtue been the bus'nefs of his life^ 
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TO THE COCKADE. 

" Badge of the Erave, and fav'rite of the Fair." 

■ - - ■■-» ■■ ■■ ■■ — ^^-— ^_^ >. 

HOU mighty thing, that can impart 
Vefli fiercenefs to the bold ; 
It fires at once the tender hearty 
Ind even warms the jcpld! 

houfatid charms thou canft beftow, 
Vioft wond'rous, warlike toy ! 
on giv'ft new fmartnefs to the beau^ 
^nd manhood to the boy ; 

ertain captivatirtg grac-c, 
^ manner kind and brave, 
nartial meaning to the face, 
iVhich Nature never gave. 

7oU II. T Hor 
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How many a heart from love were free, 

Unlefs by thee betray'd I 
And many a wanton, but for thee. 

Had liv'd and died a maid I 

Thou precious a-ifle, often fought 

With ardent youthful zeal, 
That thou art ever dearly boi^ht 

The foldier's heart muft feel ! 

Would nvm be blcft, thy treacherous charms 

Muft ne'er attraft his eye ; 
But diftant from the din of arms. 

Inglorious let him lie I 

Ah ! had fome humbler bauble pleased 

My unafpiring heatt I 
No wifli to wander then had feiz*d 

Nor keener pangs to part ! 



Thei 
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Hien had fome fmiling village maid 

Received my fond addrefs, 
Whofe fimple heart had never weighM 

A ribbon more or lefs. 

How fweet had been the fummer's day I 

How bleft the winter's night! 
The fun had ever feen us gay, 

And left us in delight ! 

Each tender tie that Nature made. 

And friendfhip fafter bound. 
To all my joys had lent an aid. 

But noiv can only wound ! 

Each fond attachment Heaven defign'd 

The fource of focial joy. 
Each foft emotion of the mind 

My peace can but deftroy ! 

"^-^ T z Ca^ 
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Each real blifs the heart can prove. 

Whatever is dear to me, 
My friends, my country, and my love, 

I leave them all for thee ! 

TO MY DOG. 

i-iEr not the Mufe difdaia the theme 

Thy praifes may fupply I 
Nor let thy humble virtues feem 

Too mean for human eye ! 

Ah ! were thy lot more abjeft yet, 
Tho' Heav'n has plac'd thee low. 

My heart tiiy meannefs would forget. 
With gratitude to glow! 

In prefent joys fupremely bleft, 

Unfearful of their ftay. 
You tafte by night untroubled reft. 

And gambol all the day. 



But 
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But did my little comrade know 

How foon we 're doom'd to part, 
Thy joys would fly, and poignant woe * 

Would break thy faithful heart ! 

Like thee to future evils blind, 

Advent'roufly I go, 
And think that ignorance is kind 

Which hides the deftinM blow, 

AN APOLOGY 
FOR THE TITLE OF 

TRIFLES IN VERSE. 
To Mr . 

X OU think you properly refufe 
To patronize my youthful Mufe, 
In faying, with a folemn air. 
That Trifles are beneath your CAre; 

And 
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And that no man of common fenfe 
For Trifles would incur expence. 
But faith ! good Sir, in this I find 
But little knowledge of mankind ; 
How many a princely fortune flies. 
Where Trifles are the only prize! 
How many health and peace deftroy 
To gain a truly trifling joy ! 
The wife and fool, the great and fmall. 
They follow Trifles, one and all. 
Since Trifles have fuch pow'r to pleafe. 
The World, perhaps, may fmile on thefc. 

Say, would it recommend my caufe 
To trumpet forth my own applaufe? 
Deferv'd contempt the public pays. 
Where Bards too boldly grafp at praife. 
How many a pompous title*page 
Proclaims the work profound and fage ; 



Ye 
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Yet read the tedious folio o'er, 
Your admiration is no more. 
Where expeiEbtion 's rais'd too high. 
Each fault feems double in your eye ; 
Joined with conceit, it is but juft 
That dulnefs fhould the more difguft ; 
Nay, real merit often fails. 
Where bare-fac'd vanity prevails ; 
The world his works feverely judge. 
Or but approve them with a grudge. 
While in my plain, unhlazon'd Book 
Some faults will candor overlook ; 
But if a beauty fhould be found. 
Like fome fair flowV on defert ground, 
Th* unlook'd for bloflbm fhall appear 
With more than native fweetnefs here. 



THE 
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THE AUTHOR'S CRITICISM 

ON HIS WRITINGS. 

Of all the Bards that court the tuneful Nine^ 

Sure none e'er follow'd fuch a plan as mine ! 

A plan! — no faith! I heed but Nature's call, 

And never follow any plan at all. 

Around Parnafliis' foot I wildly play. 

Safe from the dangers of the higher way; 

The Mufes rank me in their menial train. 

But grant nor epic, nor pindaric ftrain; 

Nor fertile fancy, nor poetic Ikill, 

But rhyme for ever ready at my will : ^ 

Tho' ne'er adopting any certain mode, 

I neither flile it elegy nor ode; 

Still uninftrufted in the tragic art, 

I write the fimple fbrrows of my heart ; 

Nor 
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^cr better tutor'd in the comic lay, 
f^ly Mufe is merry when my foul is gay, 
3Vly unprolifx genius rarely flrays 
In fictions fiow'ry, but unbounded maze ; 
For me no^^deities forfake the fkies, 
^o fairies revel, and no doemoiis rife ; 
No gay defcriptions in my vcrfe abound 
Of airy regions, and enchanted ground ; 
No gaudy far-fetch'd fimilies appear. 
To render doubtful what before was clear ; 
No artful ftory of the brave or fair. 
Thro' various fortunes led with claffic care. 
I want the ftrong invention that creates 
Fantaflic beings, and ideal ftates; 
Or had I talents for the grand defign. 
Yet perfeverance is no gift of mine. 

Should e'er my readers find a fingle line 
Not juflly and originally mine. 

Vol. II. U That 
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That borrow*d verfe, if fuch a one there be, • 
Was never knowingly afTum'd by me ; 
For mem'ry may infenfibly fupply 
Invention's abfence in the Poet's eye. 
Yet with an eafy confcience could I fwear 
This kind of blunder is with rhe but rare. 
To ev'ry critic be it then made known • 
(No mighty boaft !) my Trifles are my own* 

In que ft of foreign aids I feldom roam, 
But find the fubjefts of my verfe at home ; 
Each fmall event that marks the cOurfe of time^^ 
Each thought that rifes wanders into rhjrme ; . 
Perhaps, affuming only difF'rent fhapes. 
The fame idea frequently efcapes* 
I fcorn to pilfer from another's ftore, 
Yet may new model what was mine before. 
Perhaps they 're neither fiiigular nor new^ 
But are they then left lijkely to be true? 
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'Jls from the heart my fentiments proceed, 
Aid Nature's volume all may freely read;— 
Yet common-place the ignoran^ will call 
The thought that often has occurred to all. 
From theme to theme inceflantly I go, 
And unconneftedly my numbers flow ; 
No cool corredion varies and refines. 
No aftet- ftudy. poliflies my lines 5 
Averfc to toil, too languine for delay, 
Rough as they fpring my Trifles take their way. 
Thus carelefs ftill, irregular, and fhort, — 
No POET'S LABOURS, but a STRIP- 
LING'^ SPORT, 
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THE AUTHOR^s RESOLUTION 

TO PUBLISH. 

JM Y" partial Friends, you Vcargu'doft and long, I 

That, as an Author, I have adted wrong, 

Not to intrude upon the public view 

The rhymes I fcribbled for a chofen few. 

At laft, fomehov/, my patience is wore out ; 

I 'm half convinc'd,— yet faulter, fear, and' doubt. 

Come ! let me throw this cowardice alide J 

Self-love, infpire mc, and poetic pride I 

Oil! cafe me, youthful vanity, in arms! 

And, Hope, allure me v/itli thy blooming charms! 

Let me forget the perils that await 

The harc-brain'd Bard who rafiily dares his fate ! 

A martial Briton own himfelf afraid! — 

What /liould I dread — fince danger is my trade? 

Come 
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Come then, my Mufe, intrepidly advance, 
And let tlicfe Trifles fairly take their chance ! 
Reviews and Critics, — I will face you all!— 
By Candor's verdid: let me (land or faH! 

Behold me bow my doom prepared to meet, 
Accus'd of folly, dulnefs, and conceit j 
But ere yon iflbe the fupreme decree, 
That finds me guilty, or that fets me free. 
Think at your bar no hoary culprit ftands, 
Us'd to difpute and fpurn at your commands ;— 
No Poet bred in academic fchools 
To rhyme by yours, or Ariftotle's rules ;— 
No MAN of SCIENCE feeks new wreaths te> 

gain,— 
A Youthful SOLDIER makes his firft CAM- 
PAIGN. 

In felf-defence, I can at leaft declare, 
.My Mufe is honeft, if ilie be not fair 5 

StiU 
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Still band in band with Innocence ike 's joinM| 
Nor ever leaves meek Modefty behind ; 
Where flic infpires, no loofe ideas rufh. 
But Virgin Virtue reads without a blufli. 

TO THOSE BENEFACTORS 

WHO HAVE EXERTED Tllf MSELVES IK PRO- 

MOTINO THE SUBSCRIPTION FOR THE 

TRIFLES IN VERSE, 

AND TO THE SUBSCRIBERS IN GENERAt. 

JLRE by experience and itiisfortunes taught. 
My heart with foolifli confidence was fraught ; 
^ope ever found me eafy to deceive, 
I^ath to fuljpeft, and ready to believe; 
To flattVy then I lent a willing ear. 
And ev'ry promife feem'd to be fincere. 
But foon I found, while yet in early youth, 
How oft profcflions difagrec with truth ; 

Tlu 
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The faircft fpeccb may hide the blackcft heart, 
And Nature's faults be gilded o'er by art ; 
He may be cool, who ^s loudeft in our caufe, 
And want efteem, while laviih of applaufe ; 
This one to all his panegyric pays, 
Another is ironical in praife 5 
Some men aifedt in compliment to fliine, 
And far too many have a worfe defign. 
So long did Fortune, conflant as a foe, 
Infliil on me variety of woe ; 
My youth had wanderM many a rugged road, 
And Difappointn^ent barr'd each path I trodc; 
Such flow'ry promifcs, fo freely made, 
ChoakM by fome hidden weeds, untimely fade j— 
That Hope withdrew her lad faint glimm'ring 
And ev'ry bloflbm fhruiik into decay. [ray, 

In vain my Friends (alas I thefc Friends were 
few !) • 

Who in misfortune had continued true, 

UrgVl 
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Urg'd their young Soldier to renew the charge, Igew 

And feek proteflors in the world at large: kijicl 

" Some have deceiv'd, but more are yet untried; n j^ji 

^* I'he world is good" — I fliook my head, and )uo< 

^5gh'd. ^ y , 

^* To pleafe you then, good folks," at laft I faid, Jq \ 

" For once I *11 try an unfuccefsful trade I \^x. 

*^ Your meaning 's good, but ftill your counfel ^s , o,jj 

wrong;— H^ 

^^ For who will part with money iac a fbng." ^1 

Weak were my hopes, and di(hnt was my view, \ ^ 
When firft I ventured to folicit You.. • * ^y 

The hopelefs talk relu<EtantIy I tried. 
And rather lookM, than feared, to be denied. 
But fuch the gen'rous patronage I find, 
This prepoffeflion clouds no more my mind. 
Tho' taught, with too much reafon, to diftruft, 
I find#i gen'ral prejudice unjuft; 
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e\v converfion has your kindnefs wrought, 
ich proves the world Icfs felfiih than I thought ; 
:h heart-felt pleafure I again embrace 
ood opinion of the human race ; 
ah ! how painful to the honeft mind 
keep a bad impreflion of mankind ! 
to pronounce them either good or ill, 
• wrongs, or favours, are the touchftones flill. 
rts I have found (and ah! too many fuchi) 
om no one's intereftbut their own could touch ; 
1 of this callous mercenary tribe 
>ve all others hate the word subscribe; 
ether a Book, a Ball-room, or a Church, 
y '11 leave the Bard, or Building, in the lurch. 
1, of my good acquaintances ^ I know,— 
You convince me many are not fo. 

•RE the emotions of my grateful heart 
;fe numbers can imperfeftly impart, 

^OL. IT. X ¥^^ 
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Far from this mild, this temp'rate clime I go 
^Midft noxious damps, and fultry heats to gl< 
Where men inhale difeafe at ev'ry breath. 
And all the atmofphere abounds with death; 
Where thunders aweful and eternal roar. 
And horrid earthquakes fliake th' unftable fhc 
Where dreadful hurricanes deftrudUve play. 
And fweep the trembling iflandcrs away. 
But w hile betwixt us raging oceans roll. 
Still ihall your goodnefs chear your Poet's fo 
Nor time nor diftance ever can fubdue 
The hvely gratitude I feel to You ! 
Oh ! may I hope my artlefs Mufe fhall find 
Her Benefaftors ever pl^as'd and 'kind? 
Oh ! may fhe never, when more fuUy known 
Difgrace the liberality you Ve fliewn I 
On clofe acquaintance may the Trifler fee: 
Not altogether worthlefs of efteem ! 
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May never Friend acknowledge me with fliame. 
Nor Patron blufh to recoliefl; my name ! 
But, ihould I view once more this happy Ifle, 
Oh ! let me hope you '11 meet me with a fmile ! 

EDINBURGH, 

7«4r 31. 1783. 



A FAREWELL 

TO THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 

JNlE'ER did my heart, before this hour, 

Such fad emotions know ; 
if et ne'er fo httle felt the powV 

In words to paint its woe. 

Could all the efforts of the Mufe 

Make half my grief appear. 
Thy gentle nature could not chufe 

But drop one pitying tear. 

X 2, On 
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On the wild precipice's brow, 

A ftranger, and alone. 
The winds around me binder now 

With horrors not their own. 

The deep that gently glides below. 
To others fmooth and clear. 

Appears in ftormy rage to flow- 
It wafts me from my dear. 

The hated veffel 's full in fight. 
In which I muft remove 

Far from whatever gave delight- 
Far, far 1 from all I love ! 

But let me wipe thefe tears away. 

Nor cowardly complain !— 
The feas that now afar convey, 

May bear me back again. 



Fare^ 
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farewell, my faireft ! — ^while I live 

My heart is only thine ! 
Ah ! could I hope (the luifl) forgive !) 

That yours were alfo mine ! 

We feek not, when the foul 's in pain. 

The beauteous and refin'd • 
Perhaps as well this artlefs ftrain 

Difplays the troubled mind. 

I play not here the Poet's part; 

The fimple truth I tell; 
Tho* I may want the Author's art. 

The Soldier loves thee well! 



PORT GLASGOW, 

^guft^O. 1783. 
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That Mufe, indeed, who fhould forfake 

Her Helicon's pure tide, 
Would find flie made a grofs mi (lake 

To trudge to muddy Clyde. 

That Bard would fadly over-reach 

(Had any Bard fuch Ikill) 
Who M drag his Mufe to this bare beach 

From' fair Parnaflus' hill. 

Farewell a while, dear Mufes all I 

I '11 plague you here no more;— 
But be propitious to my call 

On fome morepleafant fhore ! 

GREENOCK, ^ 
5r/M2. 1783. ^ 

WRIT- 
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WRITTEN AT LAMLASH 

IN ARRAN. 
O^ober 3. 1783. 

1 O Arran, gentle Mufes, fly. 

And leave the city's buttling throng ! 
Here ev^ry fcene that meets the eye. 
Seems fuited to the Poet's fong! 

Content has fix'd her dwelling here. 
And claims the Bard's apjwoving fmilc ; 

Yet may a lover drop a tear. 
Thou gentle genius of the ifle? 

Thy fons ne'er learn'd in folly's fchools 
The dear bought knowledge of mankind ; 

But, led by Nature^s fimple rules. 
The peactful paths of love they find. 



Hail, 
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lappy vales 1 bleft mountains hail ! 
•' wild and rugged you appear, 
ion will not here allail, 
- tempt the native from his d.ear I 

I a youth, who madly ftray'd 
m milder climes and richer foils, 
ft a more delightful maid 
.n ever grac'd thefe weftem ifles* 

DU believe, ye amorous fwains, 
^and'ring lover tells you true, 
eaves his nymph and native plains^ 
loves more ardently than you? 

lithful youth, who never roves, 
I counts the abfent hour a day, 
Dndly, lefs llncerely loves^ 
in I who over oceans flray. 

L. II, "f Should 
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SI)ould you condemn (as furc you muft) I 

A madnefs ne'er iufeftingj^ou, * 

Will you, bleft ruftics, think it juft 1 . 

To pity pains you never knew ? ' 

WRITTEN AT LAMLASH 

IN ARRAN. 
Odiober 7. 1783. 

JC AIR blow the winds, the fav'ring billows roll, j 

And expectation fills each fanguine foul ; 

Hope gaily wantons in the fpreading fail. 

Plays in the wave, and whifpers thro* the gale; 

Almoft already feems the voyage o'er. 

And fancy wafts us to the wifh'd-for fhore : 

When on a fudden clouds o'erfpread the Ikies^ 

The furges.fwell, and adverfe winds arife j^ 

In vain the fearlefs mariners exert 

* • 
Tlie utmoft efforts of the nautic art ; 

Vain are the feaman's toil, the pilot's ikifi> 

The merchant's wiihes, or the maftcr's. will j 

Drove 



I 



I 
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I)rove at the mercy of th* unruly wind, 
The veflel fteers a^urfe they ne'er defign'd; 
Each joyous hope, each flatt'ring fancy crofs'd, 
We land, repining, on this barren coaft. 
May ev*ry impious murmur be forgiven. 
We dar'd to breathe againft the will of Heaven I 
Hark! poor weak mortals, how the tempeftsroar ! 
(Loud are the waves, and rocky is the ihore I) 
And blefs th* unerring powV, the wifer guide. 
That fentth* oppofing blaft, and meeting tide I 
Let us contemplate, with a grateful fmile. 
The bleak, the l^re, but hofpitable ifle ! 
But for the flicker of this friendly coaft, 
On rough Hibernian rocks the bark had tofs'd ; 
On angry feas our breathlefs bodies bore. 
Had never, never, reacliM our native ftiore ! 
Behold the mother, haggard, pale, and wild. 
Rave in diftraftion for a darling child J 
What horrors feize the fond, the faithful wife. 
Bereaved of ev'ry happinefs in life I 

Y 2 Styi 
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Sdll keener pangs the tender maid muft fed!-* 
The grief's moft bitter which we xnuft ccmceal.— 
(Th' unfeeling world prefumes to difapprove 
The gen'rous forrow of a heart in love 1) 
How poor fo e'er in fortune, or in mind. 
Each wretch had left fome weepingfriend belund ! 
Blefb'd be this beach, prophanely cursed of late, 
Which faves fuch numbers from fo fad a fate ! 
For this redemption from the jaws of death, 
Fair feems the wild, and green the hills of heath ; 
Now, in our eyes, how delicate appear 
The humble cottage, and its homely cbear 1 
The gayeft flow'rs now deck this worft of Ibils^ 
And Arran blooms the lovelieft of ides J 



END OF VOLUME SECOND. 
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